
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for générations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It bas survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose légal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that 's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia présent in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book' s long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to y ou. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we hâve taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that y ou: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use thèse files for 
Personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's System: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character récognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for thèse purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it légal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is légal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any spécifie use of 
any spécifie book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
any where in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 

at http : //books . google . com/| 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 




? nc. lô 



HARVARD COLLEGE 
LIBRARY 



THE BBQUBST OF 

ROSWELL P. DAGUE 

OF NEW YORK 







FIFTY YEARS 

OF 
MAKE-BELIEVE 

BY FREDERICK WARDE 

Actor of Many Parts, and Author of 
••The Foola of Shakespeare*' 



**Words spoken are but air, wards written, ink andpaper* 

(Heniy Guy Garleton.) 



PUBLISHED BY 
THE INTERNATIONAL PRESS SYNDICATE 

(MILFORD M. MARCT) 

TRIBUNE BUILDING— NEW YORK CITY 
1920 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



^-^rj^-f^ 



HARVARD COLLEGE LIBRARY 

BEQUEST OF 

ROSWELL P. DAGUE 

FEBRUARY 23, 1933 



COPYRIGHT, 1920, 

BY Frederick Wardb 

ALL RIGHTS RESERVED 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



CONTENTS 

Chapter Face 

I The Attraction of the Stage 9 

n Finit Api>earance aa an Actor SI 

m Expériences in a Provincial Stock Comx>any 84 

IV Varied Expériences of Qood and Bad Fortune . 46 

y Progress and Promotion . 59 

VI Shakespearean Ambitions. American in Pros- 
pect 71 

vn Ms Arrivai and First Expériences in America . 83 

vm A Season of Important Productions and Dis- 

tinguished Successes 96 

IX IMeetEdwinBoothyAmerica'sQreatest Actor . lOfl 

Z Tour of tlie South with Edwin Booth ... 122 

XI A Betimi to Booth's Théâtre, New York . . 186 

xn The Last Days of Booth's Théâtre .... 148 

Xm First Visit to Calif omia 169 

XIV The Warde-Barrymore Diplomacy Company . 17à 

XV The First of Bftany Visits to Texas .... 188 

XVI First Expérience as a ''Star" 208 

XVII I Visit Bftany Places and Meet Many People . 220 

XVlii The Qenesis of the Warde- James Combination 286 

XIX King Lear 262 

XX Benewed Association with an Old Comrade . 267 

XXI The Chautauqua and Lsrceum Platforms . . 282 

XXn ' Close of the Story 298 



iii 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



HARVARD COLLEGE LIBRARY 

BEQUEST OF 

ROSWELL P. DA6UE 

FEBRUARY 23, 1933 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS 

1 Frederick Warde Frontispiece 

Facing 
Page 

2 Samuel Phelpg as Cardinal Wolsey 16 

3 Adélaïde Neilson 21 

4 John McCnllough 28 

■5 H. J. Montagne as Capt. Molyneuz in "The Shaugh- 

ran" 33 

6 Charlotte Cushman 48 

7 Gtoorge Rignold as Henry V 63 

8 Adélaïde Neilson as Juliet 60 

9 Edwin Booth 65 

10 Edwin Booth 80 

11 Frederick Warde as lago 85 

12 Edwin Booth as Richelieu 92 

13 E. L. Davenport as Brutus in "Julius CsBsar" . . 97 

14 Lawrence Barrett 112 

16 Frederick Warde in 1876 as the Toung Englishman 

in "Fifth Avenue" 117 

16 Marie Wainwright 124 

17 H. J. Montague 129 

18 H. J. Montague and His New York Company in ^ 

"Diplomacy" Playing in San Francisco ... 144 

19 Maurice Barrymore 149 

20 John McCullough as Othello 166 

81 Frederick Warde as Brutus in ''Julius CflBsar" . . 161 

82 Frederick Warde as Hamlet 176 

7 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



vi LIST OF ILLUSTRATIONS 

Page 

28 Lillian RusseU 181 

24 Frederick Warde as Prospero in "The Tempest" . 188 
26 Mrs. D. P. Bowers as the Duchess in "Lady Winde- 

mere's Fan'' 193 

26 Louis James 208^ 

27 Louis James as Falstafl 213 

28 Frederick Warde and His Son Ernest as King Lear 

and His Pool 220 

29 Ernest Warde as the Pool in "King Lear" . . . 241 

30 Louis James as Calaban in "The Tempest" . . 266 

31 Frederick Warde as Timon of Athens .... 273 

32 Frederick Warde as Fray Junipero Serra, Poimder of 

the Missions in the "Mission Play" .... 28a 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



INTRODUCTION. 

Fifty years? Impossible! Fifty years in the 
^Vorld of make-believe," as I hâve heard it 
called. But it is not a world of make-believe, this 
world of the stage; it is a world of stem reali- 
ties; a world of work, of stroggle, effort, study, 
efain, loss, f ailure and of success. A human world 
of strength and of weakness; a world beautified by 
imagination, illuminated by f ancy and glorified by 
tmth. A world of tender sympathies, gênerons 
thoughts and close f ellowship. A world where the 
seed is sown in youth, nourished in manhood, and 
harvested in maturity in sweet recollections and 
gentle memories— nothing more! Yet no other 
world can fumish such a wealth of compensation. 

Such has been my world, and as, in retrospect, 
I look back over the bygone years, I see the faces 
that hâve passed, I hear the voices that are stilled, 
and live again in scènes of other days, some bright 
with hope and pleasure, some saddened by pain 
and disappointment, but ail mellowed by the ripen- 
ing hand of time and stored away in the chambers 
of f ondest memory. 
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FIFXY YEARS OF MAKE- 
BELIEVE 

OHAPTER I. 
The Attraction of the Stage. 

When or how the désire to become an actor flrst 
took possession of me I do not recall. It cer- 
tainly was not heredity, either by taste or by in- 
clination. My f ather was a country schoohnaster, 
descended from a long line of English yeomen, 
and my mother came from the same ragged stock. 

Our home was in the comparatively small vil- 
lage of Deddington in Oxf ordshire, one of the mid- 
land counties of England, and there I was bom on 
the 23rd of February, 1851. 

My f ather died when I was quite young and my 
mother moved to Sussex, a southem county some 
distance from our old home, but where our asso- 
ciations and environments were similar to those 
we had previously enjoyed. The village curate, 
the doctor and the lawyer, were our friends and 
neighbors; and our life that of a quiet country 
house, where, to quote the words of Jérôme E. 
Jérôme, *'The whiflf and whirl of the busy world 
sounded far off and faint." 
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10 FIFTY TEABS OF BIAEE-BELIEVE 

From thèse pleasant surroundiiigs, I was sent, 
when still very young, to the '^Shoreham Protes- 
tant Grammar School/' where I was a résident 
scholar for three years. It was an institution, 
with about one hundred pupils of âges varying 
from eight to eighteen years. Our study Iball, dor- 
mitories and play grounds were eztensive, our 
good old principal, Doctor Harper, was a sound 
scholar, a génial gentleman and a conscientious 
preceptor. 

There was another school in the town, a Jesuit 
institution, and between the pupils of the two 
schools existed a bitter rivalry. They were known 
as the Puseys (Puseyites), we as the Prots (Prot- 
estants) • Whenever we met out of bounds it was 
our duty to flght ^^Lick, or be licked" was our 
school cry, and we lived up to it. 

Of course such a condition could not reçoive 
the récognition of the authorities of either school, 
but thé explanation of a discolored optic, or a 
swoUen lip at roU-call or prayers usually received 
but slight reproof . 

The curriculum of the juvénile department em- 
braced a substantial course in elementary éduca- 
tion— English and a rudimentary course of the 
dassics. 

The only recollection I hâve of any dramatic 
literature or instruction, was a single visit of the 
Bev. J. M. Bellew (father of the popular actor, the 
late Mr. Kyrie Bellew), who gave us a reading of 
Shakespeare^s play of Henry the Fifth. I was 
too young at the time to appreciate the play or. 
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FIFTY TEABS OF MAEE-BELIEVE 11 

the sMIl of the distingaished gentleman in pre- 
senting it; but I distinoUy remember being greatly 
impressed by the flowing hair— that looked ta me 
like waves of molten silver— the dignified bearingi 
and the clear enunciation of the reader. 

Dnring.the Ohristmas holidajrs of my last year 
at Shoreham I accompanied my mother on a visit 
to London, and during that visit I was taken by 
her to see the late Charles Eean's production of 
Hamlet, at the Princesses Théâtre. My dear 
mother's ideas of the drama were vague, and her 
knowledge of the théâtre limited. She thought 
that any play in a théâtre would be of interest 
and entertainment to me, and I recall the pleasur- 
able anticipation of several days between the pur- 
chase of the seats and the evening's performance. 
But Hamlet, to a boy ten years of âge, is hardly 
calculated to arouse enthusiasm; and my ideas of 
the drama when I left the théâtre were that it 
consisted of long speeches, indiscriminate assas- 
sinations and funeral processions^ 

My impressions were admirably expressed some 
years later by a Scotch landlady with whom I 
lodged in Glasgow. I had obtained for her a pass 
to see the late Mr. Samuel Phelps in the character 
of Hamlet at the Théâtre Royal. The f ollowing 
morning as she was serving my breakfast I in- 
quired: 

'^Well, Mrs. McFarland, how did you like the 
play last night?" 

*'Weel, Mr. Warde,'' replied Mrs. Mac, '*I 
lik-ed the play verra weel, with the seengle exceii- 
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12 FIFTT TEABS QF BIAEE-BELIEVE 

tion of the gentleman in black (Hamlet) , who went 
aboot preechin' ower muckle." 

My mother's removal to London as a permanent 
résidence shortly after my first visit to the théâtre 
took me there also; and I became a student at the 
City of London School, a public institution 
founded by Eing Edward VI, and controUed by 
the Lord Mayor and the corporation of the city. 

Our résidence, during that time, was in Isling- 
ton, in the northem part of the town, and in the 
neighborhood of Sadler's Wells Théâtre, one of 
the oldest playhouses in London; and to it I be- 
came as fréquent a visiter as my mother's reluc- 
tantly given consent and my limited pocket money 
would allow. 

Ât Sadler's Wells, the dressing rooms for the 
actors (as I discovered by personal expérience 
some years later) were on an upper floor, the stair- 
case to which was visible f rom the Windows f acing 
an open space that enclosed the théâtre. Many an 
evening, when my means were insufficient to pay 
for admission to the play, I hâve stood and long- 
ingly watched the actors in their costumes, going 
up and coming down the stairs to and f rom their 
dressing rooms. 

During this period Sadler's Wells was under 
varions managements; notably Mr. Samuel Phelps, 
the great tragedian, one of the last survivors of 
the Macready school, and perhaps the most highly 
esteemed Shakespearean actor of his time, and 
whose classic revivais marked the most interesting 
period in the history of the English théâtre. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



FIFTY TEABS OF MAEE-BELIEVE 13 

Among Mr. Phelps' company I remember Mr. 
Frederick Robinson as a handsome and dashing* 
young actor, and whom I later had the pleasure of 
meeting as a popnlar member of the company of 
Lester Wallack, in this country. Subsequently he 
appeared at the Union Square Théâtre as Jim the 
Penman in fhe celebrated drama of that name. 

''The Wells/' as the théâtre was popularly 
called, was managed for a time by Miss Oatherine 
Lncette and Oapt. Morton Price, the former a 
beantif ni woman and a very accomplished actress, 
and the latter a gracef ni, romantic actor. In their 
company was Mr. Lewis Bail, a comedian, the f un- 
niest man I had ever seen, and Miss Emily Dowton, 
a charming comédienne, with whom I f ell desper- 
ately in love, only to later leam that she was 
ahready married and the mother of a considérable 
family. 

I remained at school until I was f ourteen years 
of âge, and after a period of spécial tuition and 
Btndy to prépare for my preliminary examination 
was articled to a firm of attomeys in East India 
Cham1)ers, Leadenhall street, London, to study the 
abstruse science and practice of the law. 

My preceptor or principal was an elderly gen- 
tleman of the old school, leamed, experienced, and 
a strict disciplinarian; very conservative in his 
ideas, opposed to modem innovations, and a ^tick- 
1er for the étiquette and dignity of his profession. 

He never used a steel pen, but wrote with a 
goose quill, which he skilf ully f ashioned into shape 
with his pocket knife. His hair was bushy and 
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14 FIFTT YEÂBS OF MÂEE-BELIEVE 

white, with the exception of a narrow streàk over 
his right ear where he wiped the point of his pen; 
and that was jet black. 

AU of our documents» drafts and briefs were 
then written in longhand with a pen, and our deeds 
were engrossed on parchment. 

With new duties» studies and attendance at the 
office my thoughts were diverted for a time f rom 
the théâtre and its fascinations. One day» by the 
merest accident, I picked up a small pamphlet 
published in the interest of amateur theatricals, 
and f ound an advertisement of a club that was 
being f ormed for the purpose of presenting gen- 
teel comédies and burlesques» and I joined. Most 
of the members were clerks; young men of limited 
means» like myself . The f emale parts were played 
by prof essional ladies» especially engaged. I dis- 
covered later that the club was merely a financial 
enterprise on the part of the director» who was 
an actor of no especial standing» out of an engage- 
ment. He was assisted by his wife» who was a 
burlesque actress» also disengaged» and who re- 
joiced in the pseudonym of Evangeline De Vere. 

As a conséquence» the parts in the plays to be 
presented were not distributed or cast according 
to merit or ability» but the member of the club 
who purchased the largest number of tickets for 
the performance was given the choice of parts. 
A gênerons allowance of pocket money by my 
mother and the temporary hjrpothecation of some 
luzuries enabled me to obtain a portion of this 
privilège» for another f ellow bought the privilège 
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for the opening coxnedy, in which I did not appear. 

The pièce de résistance of the evening was a 
burlesque of Emani» and I selected the part of 
^^Scampa, a scamp/' that in a professional per- 
formance would hâve been cast to the leading co- 
médian. My ability as a dancer was limited to the 
waltz and quadrille of polite society. I could not 
sing, and I had no knowledge of stage business; 
so the effect of my performance can be betten 
imagined than described. 

My family knew nothing of my membership in 
Ihis dramatic club, nor did I acquaint them with 
the fact of my f orthcoming début upon the stage, 
and for reasons of prudence I concealed the fact 
from my fellow students and friends; so that criti- 
dsm of my maiden effort was limited to my asso- 
ciâtes in the club, and I must admit that the con- 
sensus of their opinion was not favorable. How- 
ever, I was not to be discouraged. 

The manager of our club had been assisted at 
rehearsals by an old actor who was also assistant 
prompter at the 'Rojsltj Théâtre, one of the then 
popular burlesque théâtres of London, and to him 
I confided my désire to appear upon the real stage. 
For a considération the old prompter permitted 
me to go on as a supemumerary in the burlesque 
of Black-eyed Susan, which was then in the height 
of its long and successful run at the '^Little House 
in Soho," as the Royalty Théâtre was affection- 
ately termed. 

For the first time I entered the stage door of a 
regular théâtre. The dark passage to the stage, 
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the dimly lighted stage itself, with a few ghostly 
figures moving about setting the scenery^ the plain, 
matter-of -f act dressing rooxns, and then— the bril- 
liancy of the stage, the lights in full, the perform- 
ance in progress and the audience assembled! It 
was a sensation I never shall f orget. In the first 
act of the burlesque I appeared as a marine at 
the window of Dame Hatley's cottage and pointed 
a wooden musket at the hero. In the second I 
rose to the rank and dignity of an admirai and 
sat at a table as a silent member of a court martial. 

I cannot now recall ail the members of that Com- 
pany, but they were great favorites in London at 
that timé. There was Miss Patty Oliver, the man- 
ager of the théâtre, the chic and pretty représen- 
tative of ' 'Susan that married William" ; Mr. Fred 
Dewar, the original of the part of Captain Gross- 
tree, afterward so successfully played by our own 
comedian Mr. Stuart Robson in this country, and 
Mr. E. D. Danvers in his inimitable performance 
of Dame Hatley. 

The last curtain has f allen on ail of them now, 
but memory pleasantly lingers with the first real 
actors I ever met, heroes of my youthful enthusi- 
asm, popular favorites with the public and ear- 
nest, génial, whole-souled men and women in pri- 
vsirte lif e. 

My expérience at the Royalty Théâtre continued 
several weeks, unknown to my family or to my 
légal preceptor. My hours of attendietnce at the 
office were f rom ten in the moming until six in the 
evening, so that I had ample time to get to the 
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FIFTY TEARS OF MAEE-BELIEVE 17 

théâtre and dress for the after-piece. But my 
late hours began to attract the attention of my 
mother^ and the conséquent fatigue and lack of 
interest in my reading and study called f orth sev- 
eral well-merited reproofs from my principal. 

Giving the matter what I then conceived to be 
caref ul considération^ I determined to sacrifice my 
articles of indenture, abandon the study of the 
law and adopt the stage as a profession. 

Mr. Danvers, mentioned above, in addition to 
being the comedian of the Royalty Théâtre, was a 
dramatic agent as well, and to him I went for 
advice and assistance. He wamed me against the 
dangers, temptations and vicissitudes of an actor's 
life; but, finding that I was persistent in my dé- 
termination, fiiublly consented to procure a place 
for me. It was then early in Âugust and com- 
panies were being engaged for the winter season 
at the provincial théâtres, so I was engaged for 
the stock Company at the Lyceum Théâtre, Sun- 
derland, to play ''General Utility'* at a salary of 
fifteen shillings per week. 

To avoid having to make an explanation of the 
late hours I was compelled to keep by my work 
at the Royalty Théâtre, I had induced my mother 
to consent to my sharing the lodging of a f ellow 
student in a distant part of the town, and I was 
thus enabled to make my préparations and leave 
London without her knowledge. 

One evening, late in August, I drove down to 
the Great Northern Railway station with my lug- 
gage, passing my home on the way. My mother 
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was at the window. She could not see me, but I 
saw her, and for a moment was tempted to stop 
the cab, abandon my dramatic ambitions and f ol- 
low the course her love and sacrifice had laid ont 
for me; but the opportunity passed and I went on 
my way. 

I had traveled little, the joumey was long and 
tedious» and I tried to sleep; but my thoughts 
would continually revert to my mother's face at 
the window and the gravity of the step I was tak- 
ing. I was barely seventeen years old, an un- 
sophisticated, inexperienced boy, and as I look 
back now over fif ty years of time I am amazed at 
the audacity and foUy of that act. My mother 
had paid a large amount of money, which she 
could ill aff ord, to the firm with which I was arti- 
cled; a considérable sum for books and ezamina- 
tion fées, had supplied me liberally with clothes 
and pocket money for years, and I was ungrate- 
f ully throwing it ail away to enter upon a lif e and 
a profession of which I Imew little or nothing and 
which stood in no favor in my native land. 

Sunderland was and is today a small seaport 
town on the north east coast of England. I ar- 
rived in the early moming. I was a complète 
stranger, so I went to the principal hôtel. I was 
received with the obsequious déférence character- 
istic of English hôtel servants and shown to my 
room by the porter, who was particularly def eren- 
tial. 

The greater part of my luggage I had brought 
with me on the cab, but I had lef t a case of swords 
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at the station. On mentioning this fact to the 
porter, he inquired if I would not prefer to hâve 
them sent directly to the barracks. I did not 
understand him at first, but finally discovered 
that he thought me a young officer of the army as- 
signed to the local garrison. When I told him 
I was an actor, about to join the company at the 
Lyceum Théâtre, his demeanor changed, and I 
realized that my chosen profession was not held in 
high esteem, at least by hôtel porters in the north 
of England. 

My stay at the hôtel was brief as it was expen- 
sive and I f ound lodgings more in keeping with my 
limited means, and went to the théâtre to the 
meeting of the company called for that moming. 

I approached the théâtre, a présentable looking 
building, with some trépidation. I read the bills 
announcing the opening with interest, and was 
very prend when I f ound my own name (Mr. F. B. 
Warde) among the list of the company. As this 
was the first time I had ever seen my name in 
print I was somewhat elated. I f orgot my trépi- 
dation and sought and f ound the stage door with 
renewed confidence. 

The stage doorkeeper was an old man with a 
mddy face, fuU of humor but with an affectation 
of severity. I leamed later that he had been aoL 
actor, had met with an accident, lost one of his 
hands, which had been replaced by a steel hook 
and which led to the soubriquet of ^^Mat the Iron 
Hand.'' 

He regarded me with some curiosity, for I had 
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dressed myself with care and xny clothes were 
fashionable and well made— an unusual condition 
for a provincial actor. He grinned when I said I 
was an actor^ but admitted me when I gave my 
name with both initiais as it appeared on the bill 
boards» I f ollowed a dark passage which ran by 
the side of the théâtre and entered my new world! 
I passed with some hésitation through the wings 
and found myself on the stage, as a professional 
a.ctor, for the first time, and my ^ 'world of make- 
believe" opened before me. 
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The Company gathered in a semi-circle at the 
prompt table and the formai business of the sea- 
son began. 

Mr. Holt first presented Mrs. Holt, his son and 
daughter to the assembled company; then each 
member to the other tmtil we had ail been intro- 
duced to one another. The stage manager was 
then presented, his position and authority defined 
with a request that we at ail times follow his 
directions and implicitly obey his instructions. 
Thèse proceedings were conducted with extrême 
politeness and were a most interesting and in- 
structive object lesson in professional courtesy. 

Clarence Holt was a serions tragedian of the 
so-called old school, a type made f amiliar to thea- 
tre-goers by the late E. Â. Sothem in his comedy, 
The Crushed Tragedian. He has bushy, black 
hair and a heavy, black moustache which was not 
permitted to attain its normal length, but was 
clipped short that it might not impede his voice, 
wMch was exceedingly sonorous and clear. 

At rehearsal and during the performance, in 
f act at ail times in the théâtre, Mr. Holt was very 
dignified; but outside he assumed a jaunty, devil- 
may-care manner entirely foreign to his profes- 
sional self. 

This was particularly indicated by the way in 
which he wore his hat, a tall, white one with a 
black band. In the théâtre it was wom straight 
upon his head, but outside it was cocked at an an- 
gle that seemed to say : ^ ^I may be a tragedian on 
the stage, but l'm a devil of a good fellow off it.'' 
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So he was. He had traveled mnch and his for- 
tunes had been varied, but success had not spoiled 
him nor adversity soured a naturally kind heart 
and buoyant disposition. 

As I recall his work he acted upon conventional 
lines with more than average intelligence^ was at 
ail times eamest and sincère but very eccentric. 
If any noise or disturbance occurred in the front 
of the house he would drop his character and ad- 
dress the audience. 

One evening while playing Cardinal Richelieu, 
he espied a man in the gsdlery smoking a pipe; he 
immediately drew himself up to his full height 
and, pointing to the man, exclaimed in his natu- 
rally heavy tragic voice: **Put that pipe out, sir; 
I don't allow smoking in my théâtre.'' Then he 
resumed the bent f orm and voice of the old French 
statesman.'' 

On another occasion, Mr. Holt was playing Ham- 
let. Two sailors were sitting in the front row of 
the Fit, near the stage; they had evidently been 
drinking heavily and had fallen asleep. During 
the delivery of the famous soliloquy commencing: 
'^To be, or not to be,'' one of the sailors awoke 
and, hearing Mr. Holt's rather monotonous tones 
in this somewhat lengthy self -communion, good- 
naturedly suggested: ''Oh! sing us a comic song." 
Mr. Holt indignantly answered: * 'I will not, sir! * * 
to which the sailor promptly replied : ' ' Then go to 
helll'' and resumed his slumber. 

To retum to the managerial f amily. Mrs. Holt, 
who played the opposite parts to her husband, was 
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tall and angular. She moved with great dignity 
and took life and herself most seriously. 

Miss May Holt was the antithesis of her mother» 
up to date, young, more than pretty and with 
advanced ideas on the conduct of woman. She 
read French novels, smoked cigarettes on the sly 
and played the principal **boy's parts'* in bur- 
lesque. 

Joe, or Bland Holt, her brother, was a young 
f ellow about my own âge, and like myself about 
to make his début on the stage. 

The Company were men and women of diverse 
characteristics and ability, but ail eamest and 
sincère in their profession. 

In those days the old System of Unes of business 
was strictly adhered to, so we had our leading man 
and leading lady, the juvénile or second lady, the 
first and second chambermaids, as the soubrettes 
were then called; the first and second old women 
and several utility ladies. In addition to our lead- 
ing man we had a juvénile and light comedian, a 
heavy man, first and second low comedians, first 
and second old men, two walMng gentlemen and 
several responsible utility men. 

From this it will be seen that, with the addition 
of the manager and his f amily, we were numer- 
ically strong enough to play almost any tragedy» 
comedy or drama that might be selected. 

We also had a stage manager who sometimes 
acted; a prompter, a call-boy and a dancing mas- 
ter, who instructed us in dancing and played 
Harlequin in the Christmas pantomime. 
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After the ceremony of introduction Mr. Holt 
inf ormed ns that the season would begin on Satur- 
day night with a performance of Macbetb^ and 
that on Monday a new version of Victor Hugo 's 
''Les Misérables/' adapted by himself and called 
''Out of Evil Cometh Good," would be produced. 
This announcement caused considérable interest 
among the company, and much curions inquiry 
each to the other as to the characters of the new 
play, for it was évident the distinguished French 
author and novel were unknown to most of them. 

One of the men, a rather stout young fellow 
with a serions f ace, asked me if I knew anything 
of the book. I acknowledged that I had read it. 
The statement aroused considérable interest in 
me, and several of the company questioned me as 
to the character of the book and the leading parts 
in it. I briefly described it and mentioned the 
characters of Jean Valjean, Javert, Cosette, Fan- 
tine, etc. 

A mature lady in a poke bonnet and with much 
jewelry eagerly inquired: ^'Is there any first old 
woman in the book?" I did not quite understand 
this question, but I af terward f ound ont that this 
lady, to whom I was subsequently indebted for 
much kindness and many useful suggestions, held 
the position of ''First Old Woman'* in the com-, 
pany and that her anxiety was to know the nature 
of her part, if any, in the new play, to find ont if 
she could wear her stage jewels and old laces, of 
which she possessed quite a large collection, and 
which she wore upon ail possible occasions. 
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The old lady's curiosity, however, was silenced 
by the announcement f rom the prompt table that 
we woald at once proceed to rehearse Macbeth, 
alter which Mr. Holt woiûd read the new play to 
ns in the Green Room. 

The cast of Macbeth was then read, and I f ound 
myself cast for the part of the second mnrderer, 
the part of the first mnrderer being allotted ta Joe 
Holt, the manager's son. 

I leamed that the casting of a standard play 
was a mère matter of f orm to the principals of 
the Company who knew what parts woold be as- 
signed to them, but a source of great anxiety ta 
the lesser members, and not infrequently the sub- 
ject of disagreeable discussions with the manage- 
ment. 

On the présent occasion the young man who was 
cast for the part of the Thane of Rosse protested 
energetically to the management that he was en- 
titled to the part of Malcohn. The management 
thought otherwise and a lively colloquy ensued. 
I did not hear the beginning of the argument, but 
the concluding dialogue ran somewhat as foUows: 

Manager: You play the part of Bosse! 
Actor: I do not play Bosse. 
Manager: Then you leave the company! 
Actor: Then I do play Bosse! 

And he did. 

The rehearsal of Macbeth proceeded. It was 
another new expérience and somewhat of a revela- 
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tion. Two of the three witches were played by 
men» the first old man and the first comedian; 
only the third witch was played by a womaiL 
AU of the principals were f amiliar with their parts 
and movements. They did not speak their lines, 
but came down to eues. They came on the stage» 
crossed and re-crossed each other as the business 
of the scène demanded, with an ease and confi- 
dence begotten of expérience. 

Mr. Holt was, of course» Macbeth, but he had lit- 
tle or no instruction to give the principals, as his 
business and movements were conventional with 
the traditions of the part. Mrs. Holt^ however, as 
Lady Macbeth, spoke ail of her lines and carefully 
went through ail of the business to the annoyance 
of the principals, and in spite of the somewhat im- 
patient protests of Mr. Holt, who was anxious to 
get to the reading of the new play. 

Miss May Holt played the part of Hécate, and 
ail of the Company, without exception, went on in 
the witch scènes and sang Locke's music, which 
was always used in the play in those days. 

The time for my outrance, with my associate 
murderer, came at last. I did not know the words, 
and had no part, so I was hianded a small book 
with a dilapidated paper cover and told to read 
the lines. Seing honibly nervous, in a dim im- 
perfect light, I must hâve made sad havoc with 
the text of Shakespeare, with which I must 
admit I was not familiar. The eye and ear of 
every member of the company seemed to be con- 
centrated on me. The stage manager was some- 
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what impatient, but Mr. Holt was kindly indulgent 
and assisted me to stutter, stammer and stag- 
ger through the lines in some fashion, and I 
left the stage feeling myself to be a miserablei 
failure. I was shamed and humiliated at my ap- 
parent ignorance and stupidity. I was inclined to 
run ont of the stage door and trust to luck to get 
back home, when the leading man, who was to play 
Macduff, came over to me and, after introducing 
himself with gentle courtesy, suggested that if I 
pléased he would read the part over for me and 
tell me what to do in the scène. His manner and 
speech were so kindly that I gratefùlly accepted 
his offer, which I afterward f ound to be but a 
single instance of the gênerai interest and instruc- 
tion which not only he, but ail of the principals, 
gave to the subordinate members of the company. 

My second and only other scène I got through 
better, and without any spécial incident the re- 
hearsal came to an end. 

We then adjoumed to the Green Room, where 
the new play was to be read to us. This proved to 
be a very solemn proceeding. 

A table and chairs were placed in one corner 
of the room for Mr. Holt and his f amily, and other 
chairs in a semi-circle facing them, for the com- 
pany. It was the first time I had attended such a 
f unction, and the demeanor of the reader and the 
company interested me greatly. Mr. Holt read 
with the pride of authorship, especially emphasiz- 
ing the dramatic points, while the company as- 
sumed an attitude of critical wisdpm. 
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I leaxned later on that the paramount interest 
of the Company was not in the play» but the drar 
matic value of the characters that would be as- 
signée! to them. 

The reading done and the author, of course, con- 
gratulated, the parts were distributed with more 
or less satisfaction to the récipients and we were 
dismissed for the day. 

Before leaving London I had been induced by 
an old actor to buy his wardrobe, as he then had 
no use for it and needed the money. He had en- 
larged upon its value and service to me and, as I 
remember, I paid him five pounds for it. It con- 
sisted of several pairs of worsted tights of varions 
colors, some shoes and boots of différent periods^ 
a few wigs and several fragments of costumes, 
ail considerably wom but serviceable still if ar- 
ranged with ingenuity, an accomplishment I f ound 
fo be possessed by most of the actors and one 
which I speedily f ound it necessary to acquire my- 
self. 

Ail costumes, except for strictiy modem plays, 
were provided by the management, the actor fur- 
nishing only his tights, shoes^ wigs, linen, laces» 
etc. 

The wardrobe at Sunderland was owned by an 
old Scotchman who traveled with it as stock in 
trade f rom place to place, and engaged himself to 
provide the costumes for the théâtre for a season 
on the basis of a weekly salary. 

The old Scotchman, I think his name was Me- 
Dougal— at any rate he was very proud of his 
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name— spoke with a strong accent, wore a Glen- 
garry cap at ail times to conceal his baldness, and 
never for a moment permitted you to f orget the 
distinction of his name and nationality. 

He had studied national and médiéval costumes, 
at least he said he had. He also said tiiat he had 
made ail of his stock in trade with his own hands, 
a f act of which I had no doubt, for most of his pet 
dresses— and he had his pets— were fearfully and 
wonderf ully made. He was very religions, could 
quote Scripture, didn't smoke, but took snuff con- 
stantly, and the greatest compliment he could pay 
you as an évidence of his appréciation was a pinch 
of his favorite rappee. 

Before wamed of the old fellow's character- 
istics, I approached him with déférence and asked 
for the costume of the second murderer. He 
looked at me with some curiosity and said: **Ye're 
a pretty f rail bit of a body to play sic ana part as 
the murderer. Ye should be a mon o* maturity/' 

This was rather discouraging, but I assured 
him I would try and assume those conditions. 
He then told me I would hâve to bare my arms, 
and asked to see them. I took off my coat and 
rolled up my sleeves, when he exclaimed, ' 'Saints 
alive, they're naught but pipe stems!" 

It was unf ortunately true, but, I suggested they 
might be concealed.. ''Weel a weel, l'il aid ye 
if I can," he responded and selected a skirted 
garment of a rough brown material which he 
called a shirt— and a shapeless pièce of cloth 
which he instructed me to drape at my back like a 
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cloak. He also gave me a Scotch bonnet. I was 
to wear a pair of flesh-colored tights and sandals 
with cloth or braid garterings to the knee, some- 
thing like the puttee of our modem soldier. He 
also fumished me with a gray domino and hood, 
with which articles I was to cover the costnme to 
appear as a witch. 

Thus equipped, I awaited with increasing anxi- 
ety and nervousness the coming of the eventful 
night. I was letter perf ect in my part, but I kept 
repeating it until the words seemed to be engraved 
upon my mind. 

In those days, in England, the doors of the théâ- 
tre were opened at half past six, and the perform- 
ance began at 7 o'clock. I went to the théâtre 
about five o'clock. Mat, the old stage doorkeeper, 
laughed as I came in, cBxrymg a small bundle con- 
taining my tights, sandals, etc., but he wished me 
luck as I passed him down the passage. 

The dressing-room was a long, bare room with 
dressers mnning its entire length on both sides. 
At the far end was a table with several wash bowls 
and pitchers of water and beneath the table sev- 
eral empty pails. A number of stools and chairs 
of varions conditions were arranged in front of 
the dressers, and a plentiful supply of hooks was 
fumished by a frame running down the center of 
the room. The whitewashed walls had been deco- 
rated by faces and figures drawn with bumt cork 
and colored with rouge; some of thèse remarkably 
well done, the work of former occupants during 
their waits. 
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I modestly selected a remote corner and pro- 
ceeded to dress for my part. I had some difficulty 
in getting into my tights and sandals, particularly 
the former, which, being a trifle large for me, 
would ruck and bag on my limbs. How- 
ever, I succeeded in getting the costume on, and, 
with the addition of a wired beard and a long- 
haired wig, I was fuUy dressed and equipped by 
the time the first of my comrades arrived. He 
was followed shortly by others, ail bringing their 
bundles or baskets. They selected their dressing 
places without confusion, the younger men yield- 
ing to the elder, and readily rendering assistance 
to each other in arranging draperies or in anj^ 
other slight service that might be required. No 
mirrors were provided, but each actor fumished 
his own hand glass to make up, and when fuUy 
dressed went downstairs to the Green Room, where 
there was a f uU length mirror, to survey the eff ect. 

I followed their example, and for the first time 
saw myself in costume and make-up. The resuit 
was somewhat startling. I must admit I had little 
knowledge of archseology or acquaintance with 
murderers, but I certainly looked capable of mur- 
dering anybody. 

The call boy summoned the actors for the first 
act, and with last glimpses in the long glass they 
promptly responded. I followed to the stage and 
found myself in a crowd of Scottish Thanes and 
soldiers of Macbeth's army, and barely missed a 
prématuré appearance, for I seemed to get in 
everybody's way just at the time they were about 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



H. J. Montague as Oapt. Molyneux in ''The Shaughraùn* * 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



FIFTY YEARS OF MÂEE-BELIEVE 33 

to make their entrances. I was requested to move 
by the principals, ordered to get out by the car- 
penters and jostled out of the way by the super- 
nuineraries. 

Sadly, I retumed to the Green Room, where I 
found my associate murderer, Joe Holt. He had 
assisted his father to dress, and was now dressed 
himself . I looked him over and came to the con- 
clusion that as a murderer '^he had nothing on 
me/' 
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CHAPTER IIL 
Expériences in a Provincial Stock Company. 

Jœ assumed an air of confidence I knew he did 
not f eel. • I tried to pnt on a bold front, bnt it was 
a poor attempt. We began to go over our Unes 
together when the second act was called— the act 
in which Joe and I were to appear. 

We went to the wings— the act progressed. 
Macbeth dispatched Seyton to summon the mur- 
derers. The eue was given and Seyton preceded 
us. Joe went on, and some one gave me a push and 
I was on the scène with him, before the audience! ^ 
I felt a Chili run through me, my knees trembled, 
my skin broke into gooseflesh, my sight seemed to 
fade, everything before me was black. 

The lines of Macbeth in the acting version are 
somewhat curtailed and transposed from the fuU 
tezt, and run as follows: 

Macbeth: 

''Are you so gospell'd 

To pray for this good man and for his issue, 
Whose heavy hand bath bow'd you to the grave 
And beggar'd yours forever?'* 

34 
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Fint Murderer: 
"l am one, my liège, 

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Hâve so incensed that I am reckless what 
I do to spite the world. ' ' 

Second Murderer: 
''Andlanother 

80 weary with disasters, tngg'd with fortone, 
That I wonld set my lif e on any chance 
To mend it, or be lid on't." 

I hâve a vague remembrance of hearing the deep 
voice of Mr. Holt, as Macbeth, asking us the above 
question, and of Joe 's trembling tones in reply: 

**I am one, my liège *' 

and there he stuck dead. 

The voice of Macbeth rumbled ^'Go on! go on!'' 
and a voice from the wings, ^'Speak, Warde, 
speak/' 

So, I spoke: ^'And I another " then I stuck 

dead. 

What followed is not very clear in my mind. 
Macbeth seemed to say in an angry voice, some- 
thing like ''Get off the stage, you idiots!" and at 
the same time the prompter from the wings 
shouted 'Tome off, come off!" and by some means 
or another we got off. 

I looked ruefuUy at Joe, Jœ looked at me, but 
our feelings were too deep for words. However, 
Miss May Holt (Hécate), who had watched the 
début of her brother and my own with some inter- 
est, broke the silence and said: ^'Well, I hâve seen 
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a good many murderers in my time, but you two 
are the worst of the whole lot/' 
I I anticipated nothing less than immédiate dis- 
missal by the manager, and ridicule f rom the Com- 
pany, after the terrible fiasco, and hurried in 
shame and humiliation to the dressing room to 
doff my costume and retum to private life. But 
I met only good natured laughter and encouraging 
words from the company. Even Mr. Holt, at the 
conclusion of the play, smiled and said: 'Torget 
it, my boy, you'll do better next time." 

On the following Monday we produced Mr. 
Holt's version of Les Misérables and played it a 
week, a long run for a town like Sunderland. 
Then began the routine of the season's work. 
I' Visiting stars in the dramatic firmament came 
at intervais, real stars, men and women who had 
won their places by ability and achievement, and 
who were supported by our résident company. At 
other times, the standard dramas and London suc- 
cesses were played by the company without a star. 
i Rehearsab were fréquent and thorough, but 
never very long. The leading actors knew their 
business, required little direction, and invariably 
gave the younger members of the company the 
benefit of their knowledge and expérience, and we 
received it with gratitude and appréciation. 

On the days when no play was rehearsed, the 
utility ladies and gentlemen were called and the 
stage manager would rehearse them in a séries of 
imaginary situations. For instance, he would or- 
der the carpenters to set a chamber scène, with 
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center doors and doors R. and L., and the property 
man to set tables and chairs upon the scène. Then 
he would instract one of us ta assume the part of 
a gentleman, to use his silk hat, light overcoat, 
cane, etc., another to act as a servant, and one of 
the ladies to assume the character of hostess. The 
f ootman would announce the gentleman, the gen- 
tleman would hand his hat and coat to the f oot- 
man, the lady would advance to receive him, they 
would sit down, hold an imaginary conversation, 
the gentleman would rise, take his leave, the serv- 
ant re-enter, give gentleman his hat and coat and 
show him ont. 

We would continue for two hours in such prac- 
tice, with varjring incidents, giving us an ease and 
knowledge of deportment and manners in polite So- 
ciety. Another moming we would rehearse strug- 
gles, seizures and arrests and the stronger action 
of melodramas. 

I cannot remember at this time the séquence of 
our visiting stars, but I recall the personaUties and 
perf orinances of several of them, notably, Mr. Sam- 
uel Fhelps, a tragédian, and a great actor. He be- 
longed to the methodiçal school of Blacready, his 
reading, movement and business being studied and 
précise; nothing left to chance or circumstance, 
but worked ont like a problem in Euclid. 

He played such parts as Hamlet, Macbeth, 
Wolsey, Sir Fertinaz MacSycophant, etc. Mr. 
Phelps took himself seriously and never lost his 
dignity. He had a dresser or valet, a cockney, 
who with the typical humor of his class for invert- 
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ing personalities, used to call his master— of whom 
he stood in wholesome awe— ^'Flajrful Sam." 

Mr. Fhelps was rehearsing Macbeth, our heavy 
leading lady rehearsing the part of Lady Mac- 
beth. It was not considered good form to act at 
rehearsal, there being an old saying, ''A good ac- 
tor at rehearsal is a bad actor at night/' but our 
Lady Macbeth, desiring to make a good impres- 
sion on the eminent star, acted at rehearsal for 
aH she was worth. In the banquet scène where 
Macbeth sees the ghost of Banque at the table and 
suggests appropriate terror, Lady Macbeth fell 
on her knees and f rantically grasped her husband 
round the waist. 

Mr. Fhelps, disconcerted by the lady's action, 
stopped the rehearsal and wounded the poor lady 
to the quick by exclaiming: 'Tor God's sake, 
don't claw me about in that way, madam." The 
tragic stars were sometimes cruel and tyrannical 
in those days. 

Mr. Fhelps would never rehearse after 2 o'clock. 
His irreverent valet asserted with a strong cock- 
ney accent: ''Flajrful Sam always goes to his gar- 
bage at two,'' meaning to convey the information 
that his master, Mr. Samuel Fhelps, always took 
his luncheon at that hour. 

It was during Mr. Fhelps's engagement I re- 
ceived my first newspaper notice. I hâve lost the 
clipping, but I leamed the words by heart and still 
remember them. The play was Hamlet; I had 
played Rosencrant2, and tiie notice was as foUows: 

'^Mr. Warde as Rosencrant2 deserves praise; 
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despite aa évident nervousness, he spoke his Unes 
cleaxly, with good discrétion and in pure educated 
English. Let this gentleman, who is very young, 
study hard, observe human nature closely and con- 
centrate his mind on the parts allotted to him in 
his novitiate, and he will one day make a name in 
the profession he has adopted." 

A large portion of my salary went that week for 
copies of the paper and in postage to mail them 
to my f riends. 

Another star who played with us was the beau- 
tiful Adélaïde Neilson, who was making a tour of 
the smaller towns in the provinces bef ore her Lon- 
don début. What a beautiful woman she was and 
already a fine actress, though by no means the 
great artist that subsequently fascinated and cap- 
tured the hearts of two continents. She had 
studied under a grand old actor named John 
Ryder, and not only played Juliet, Rosalind and 
other great Shakespearean heroines, but also ap- 
peared as *'Margery'' in a farce called **The 
Rough Diamond.'^ 

In this farce she had a very rapid change of 
dress from a lady to a country girl, and in the 
latter costume had to re-enter upon the stage, and 
discover another lady in a compromising situation 
witii a gentleman. The latter was on his knee with 
his lips on the lady 's hand, exclaiming: **Fot the 
last time I kiss your hand.'' 

The lady and gentleman were in position, the 
eue was given, but no Margery appeared. A sec- 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



40 FIFT7 YEARS QF SIÂEE-BELIEVE 

ond time the eue was given; no Margery. And 
again, for the third time» the gentleman spoke. 

I was playing a f ootman, and thinking the gen- 
tleman had f orgotten his Une, threw it to him f rom 
the wings, when he tumed to me, and said: ''I 
hâve kissed the lady's hand three times. I don't 
propose to kiss it again." 

Margery finally appeared and the farce pro- 
ceeded to its conclusion. 

Miss Lydia Thompson, the burlesque actress, 
played a week with us in several light or genteel 
comédies in which she sang several songs. She 
was another beautiful woman, with a very sweet 
voice. 

In one of the comédies, I think it was ''The Lit- 
tle Treasure,'* one or two songs were interpolated. 
Miss Thompson gave the eue for the leader of 
the orchestra to play the prélude to her accompani- 
ment, but that gentleman was fast asleep on his 
seat. She gave the eue a second time in a louder 
tone, and one or two of the orchestra tried to 
arouse their leader, but without success. 

Miss Thompson became very angry and, taking 
a good-sized book from a table near her, flung 
it with such accurate aim that it struck the leader 
f airly on the side of the head and knocked him off 
his seat. The popr man hastily retired amid the 
laughter of the audience, while the répétiteur took 
up the accompaniment and Miss Thompson sang 
her song to the delight and applause of the house. 

Several other stars came to us during the Fall, 
including the American actor, Greorge Fawcett 
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Rowe, who appeared in a really manrelous per- 
formance of Wilkins Micawber in a dramatization 
of Charles Dickens^ novel of David Copperfield 
called ^'Little Em'ly/' 

So the season progressed, and from niy brief 
enmneration of the nmnber and variety of the 
plays produced it may readily be seen what a 
splendid expérience it was for a young actor and 
what a solid f oundation it laid for future study 
and work. 

As a body the men and women of the company 
were not of especial culture, but they were ail of 
a kindly disposition. Their expériences of life 
and familiarity with dramatic literature had been 
an éducation, and the strict observance of profes- 
sional étiquette and politeness, which was an inex- 
orable rule in the théâtre, and the necessary train- 
ing for deportment and élégance in the comédies 
of manners— which were then very popular— gave 
them an air of good breeding and a cordial good 
fellowship existed between them. At that time 
stock actors had little or no social standing, so we 
were dépendent upon ourselves for social enter- 
tainment. 

We lived in lodgings. We gave only six per- 
formances a week. There were no matinées, or 
"moming performances" as we call them, nor did 
we play or rehearse on Sundays; so we had con- 
sidérable leisure to visit and enjoy many social 
hours together. Thus we became familiar with 
and interested in each other's personal and domes- 
tic affairs. Little teas and suppers were very 
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pleasant and interesting gatherings, filled with 
stories, anecdotes and expériences— to me, a neo- 
ph3rte, they were a révélation of the joys, sorrows 
and vicissitudes of an actor's life. 

I do hot think many of them knew the meaning 
or significance of philosophy, but with what a 
philosophie résignation they regarded their vary- 
ing fortunes! They might ail hâve indorsed 
Hamlet's assertion: ''There's nothing good or bad, 
but thinking makes it so." They accepted their 
successes as a matter of course and endured their 
misfortunes without complaint. 

I hâve heard much at times of the jealousy 
among players and great artists. I hâve known 
many, but observed very little f eeling of that sort 
among the players. On the contrary, I hâve found 
the most gênerons spirit of appréciation and mu- 
tuai assistance among them. At Sunderland they 
were always ready to give a comrade points and 
business in a part with which they were f amiliar 
and to lend him properties and articles of ward- 
robe that might be of advantage to his appearance. 

The wardrobe of an actor or actress was not as 
elaborate as it is today, nor were we quite as 
archseologically correct in our costumes as now. 
As I hâve said, the main wardrobe was provided 
for the gentlemen, but the ladies provided their 
own, and though it might hâve been limited, an ex- 
perienced actress could make it very effective by 
clever management. 

The principal and most prized possession of a 
heavy leading lady was a dress of black velvet. 
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This was worn, with slight variations and the 
addition of many jewels, for Queens, Dowagers^ 
etc. The juvénile lady's pride was her white satin 
dress that served for most of the dassic heroines, 
while a simple white muslin with différent colored 
sashes and ribbons was very effective for modem 
young ladies; and a gray or black dress for the 
poor and persecuted ones. 

The soubrette, or chambermaid, usually had a 
variety of short cotton dresses for servants, and 
neat little tuck-ups for the merrie mountain maids 
and pert little characters in comedietta and farce. 

The difficulty with the men seemed to be with 
the modem wardrobe, especially when f ull evening. 
dress was required, and I hâve seen many ingeni- 
eus devices used to make a présentable appearance 
as a debonair man of f ashion by an actor whose 
sartorial possessions were limited. 

I especially recall the device of one ingénions 
gentleman, who, having no white shirt available 
for his f ull dress, took a large sheet of white paper, 
drew a f ew Unes down it with a pencil to represent 
the plaits, stuck three small pièces of gilt paper 
down the front for the studs, and really made a 
most creditable appearance as a well-dressed gen- 
tleman. 

On another occasion, the same actor, requiring 
a pair of epaulettes for a military costume, pro- 
cured some tinf oil for the base and some gilt paper 
for the f ringe, and with it cleverly attached to his 
•houlders was fully equipped in martial array. I 
hâve often, myself » sewed a gold stripe down the 
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sides of my evening dress trousers and with some 
frogs of cord pinned on my Prince Albert coat 
made a fair looking young officer in undress uni- 
form. 

I enjoyed the possession of a dark plum-colored 
yelvet jacket, quite a distingue and fashionable 
garment at that period. It was the envy of the en- 
tire Company. I had little opportunity to wear it 
myself for the unimportant parts I played, but 
before the season was very old it had been wom 
by nearly every maie member for one part or 
another until the management finally requested me 
**to withdraw it from circulation.'* 

At length it became time to prépare for the 
Christmas pantomime, the most important produc- 
tion of the season. The carpenters, scenic artists 
and costumers were busy with their préparations 
of the mechanical devices, scenery and dresses, 
which were to be very elaborate; the company re- 
hearsing the Unes and business; the ballet prepar- 
ing their dances and the pantomimists their tricks. 
It was indeed a busy time. 

The Christmas pantomime has never been popu- 
lar in this country, but is an established institu- 
tion in English tiieatres, or at least it was at that 
time. 

It consisted of a burlesque opening, f ounded on 
a fancy of fairyland or Mother Ooose stories, fol- 
lowed by a very elaborate transformation scène 
with elaborate mechanical effects and concluding 
with a harlequinade in which the clown, panta- 
loon, harlequin and columbine frolicked in prac- 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



FIFT7 YEARS OF SIÂEE-BELIEVE 45 

tical fun. It was the joy of the children as well as 
of their elders, who f orgot the cares and anxieties 
of lif e in the riot of exubérant fancy and nonsense. 

I played the policeman in the latter part of 
the production and was the victim of ail of the 
merry clown's tricks. To steal and belabor the 
poor '*Bobby'* with his own club, which at first 
was a harmless cylinder of canvas stuffed with 
straw, but which from constant use, became as 
hard as the real thing, was the clown's favorite 
pastime, and by the time the pantomime had run 
its course I was nearly black and blue ail over 
from the drubbings I had nightly received at his 
hands. A pantomime ran for several weeks suc- 
cessfully, and we then resumed the routine of the 
earlier season's work. 

Abolit the middle of March we were disagree- 
ably surprised by a notice from the management 
that the season would close at once. TMs was 
a very serions matter to many of the company who 
had reasonably anticipated that their engage- 
ments would continue until the end of May, which 
was the usual time for terminating a season; but 
domestic différences between Mr. and Mrs. Holt 
brought a prématuré finish to their management of 
the théâtre. 
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OHAPTER IV. 
Varied Expériences of Oood and Bad Fortune. 

Mr. Hudspeth and Mr. Loom were respectively 
the first comedian and the first old man of the 
Company, and the prospect of a long interval of 
imemployment by the unforeseen closing of the 
season at Sunderland meant serions embarrass- 
ment for them. They decided to try a Spring and 
Snmmer season with a 'Tit-np/' and a small 
Company of players who were willing to risk a 
chance of rémunération, to give comediettas and 
farces in the small towns of Dnrham and North- 
nmberland. I was engaged to join them at a 
prospective salary of eighteen shUlings per week. 

Our 'Tit-up'' was a framework to serve as a 
proscenium from which latéral and cross pièces 
of wood, strongly snpported, were built, on which 
we hung our drops and worked our wings. The 
drops and wings were painted on both sides, one 
interior the other exterior, and were easily tumed 
as occasion required. The frame of the prosce- 
nium was covered with attractive wallpaper and 
we could usually make a gas attachment for f oot- 
lights. The ' Tit-up ' ' was of simple construction, 
and could readily be put up in a small hall or 
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assembly-room, and when completed made a very 
pretty and effective setting as a théâtre. 

Our first stand was in the Town Hall at Mor- 
pethy little more than a village. The main diffi- 
culty was to obtain lodgings, the local people hav- 
ing little confidence in or respect for play-actors; 
but we were flnally located. 

We gave several performances to very small 
houses and then moved to Berwick-on-Tweed, a 
somewhat larger and more important town. 
There we erected our *Tit-up" in the assembly 
room of the principal inn. It was one of those 
English inns that Dickens describes so delight- 
fully. You entered a courtyard through a large 
stone arch. The assembly room was built in the 
rear at right angles with the main building, 
across and above the court-yard. It was in this 
room that the quarter sessions, assizes and public 
meetings were held. 

We hired lumber to build the platform, which 
was to serve for our stage and erected our fit-up 
on the top of it. We opened to a rather encourag- 
ing house, and the management gave each of us a 
few shillings on account of our salaries, which, 
up to this time, had not been paid. In the intérim 
I had parted with my watch, scarf pin and finger 
ring as collatéral to meet current expenses and 
aid my less f ortunate comrades. 

The Berwick public, however, did not continue 
its patronage and our business was very bad in- 
deed. The management then decided to make an 
extra effort to attract the public and announced a 
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spécial performance of '^The CoUeen Bawn»'' a 
very popular Irish play, and procnred some pic- 
torial printing to advertise it. 

Onr scenery was adéquate to the play with the 
exception of a cave supposed to be located on the 
Irish coast. This cave should hâve a practical 
rock in the cetiter, surronnded by water. For the 
scène itself and the wings, we procnred some large 
sheets of heavy brown paper, glued them together, 
cntting ont the cave arch, and with some black 
and green paint coloring the paper to look like 
rocks, and then eut ont the cave arch. 

For the water we stretched strips of blue tarie- 
ton across the scène on strings. The difficolty 
was with the rock for the center, from which the 
villain, Danny Mann, was to push Eily O'Connor, 
the heroine, into the water. At last the difficnlty 
was solved. My large wicker basket, in which I 
carried my costumes, was to be covered with brown 
paper, painted, and serve as the rock. 

We had secured the patronage of the com- 
mander and officers of the county militia, then in 
training at Berwick, and had quite a good house. 
The play proceeded very well until we came to the 
cave scène, which looked real and received 
some applause. But we had no beat; in fact, with 
our limited accommodations we had no room for 
a beat. There was no help for it, and Danny and 
Eily walked through the water to the scène of the 
dramatic event. 

This created some amusement, but it was noth- 
ing to what f ollowed. Danny and Eily climbed 
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npon the ''rock/' but the weight of two persons 
was too mnch for the lid of the basket, which 
promptly gave way, and Danny and Eily sank 
knee deep into my wardrobe. The more they 
struggled the deeper they got and the more en- 
tangled in my clothes. They tried to speak the 
dialogue of the scène, but they could not hold their 
footing, and constantly fell against each other. 
Finally, with Danny's assistance, Eily scrambled 
out of the basket and fell in the water, and Danny 
fell in af ter her. 

This was too much for the audience, who howled 
with laughter, and though we eamestly tried to 
interest them in the concluding scènes of the play,^ 
our production of ''The CoUeen Bawn" ended 
ignominiously. 

The news of our mishap spread quickly and the 
ridicule it excitpd compelled us to close our en- 
gagement. The management gave us each a f ew 
shillings out of the receipts, but most of us were 
indebted for our f ood and lodgings so that when 
they were paid, we had little or nothing left; in 
truth we were practically stranded and penniless. 

The management made every effort to do some- 
thing for us, and finally succeeded in engaging 
the schoolhouse to give three little plays in a small 
town called Aj^oun, some eight miles from Ber- 
wick, across the Scottish border. The rent, I sub- 
sequently leamed, was to be flve shillings. I 
pawned my sole remaining luxury of other days, 
my traveling rug, and fumished the means to pay 
the railroad f ares of the three ladies who were to 
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take part; but the men, seven of them inclnding; 
myself y had to walk to Aj^otin and carry their 
small belongings. 

A young steward f rom the gnnboat station in' 
the Tweed, to protect the sahnon fisheries, accom- 
panied us. I had had little food for three days 
except some bread and butter, and I don't think 
any of the others had fared better; but we started 
off on our eight-mile walk with that hope and 
confidence which is so characteristic of the actor. 

Our road lay along the cliffs, with the North 
Sea on one side and the Cheviot Hills, covered 
with heather, on the other. There were noliouses 
by the road and only a few fishermen's buts down 
by the shore, but about half way we came to a 
roadside tavem. Our steward had a shilling— it 
was the only money in the party— and he spent it 
for two quarts of aie, which we drank between 
us, and merrily continued our joumey, the steward 
playing a concertina he had brought with him and 
which was to be our orchestra for the evening's 
performance. 

We arrived at Aytoun late in the aftemoon, 
erected the 'Tit-up" in the schoolhouse, hung the 
scenery and patiently awaited our fortune and a 
meal. The doors were to open at half past six 
and the performance to begin at 7 o'clock; but, 
much to our consternation, we leamed there was 
to be a parade and review of the local Volunteer 
Company of Aj^oun that evening. Nevertheless, 
we opened the doors at the usual time but at half 
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past seven, there was only three shillings and six 
pence in the honse and no signs of any more. 

It was useless to wait longer, so we retumed the 
money to our would-be patrons and gave up the 
enterprise. We took down our '*Fit-up/' roUed 
np our scenery, laid it away, and, weary, hungry 
and discouraged, started about 9 o'clock on our 
retum tramp of eight miles to Berwick-on-Tweed. 

I don't know how the others got home, but I es- 
corted Mrs. Hudspeth, her husband having gone 
to Liverpool in search of an engagement, and that 
poor lady, who expected soon to become a mother, 
was in deep distress, sobbing nearly ail the way. 
It was certainly a long and weary return joumey 
over that bleak north country road. We reached 
Berwick some time near midnight, and after tak- 
ing Mrs. Hudspeth to her lo(^ng, I retired to 
mine. 

The lif e of an actor did not appear so attractive 
to me at that time, and I am afraid I yielded to 
tears when I was alone in my room, for I was very 
young, and oh! so hungry! 

An empty stomach is a poor support for pride; 
it conquered mine. In the moming I decided to 
telegraph home for money. But how get, the 
money to pay for the telegram? The fat, ruddy- 
cheeked landlord of the inn had been very kind, 
so I went to him. He was in apron and shirt 
sleeves, presiding at the taps in the bar parler. I 
told my taie and asked for the loan of a shilling 
to send the telegram. 

He was a shrewd north countryman and hesi- 
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tated between good nature and discrétion, finally 
sajring: '^l'il talk to the missus/' wherenpon he 
called her from the kitchen. A plump, good look- 
ing woman, a fit companion in face and figure for 
her husband, she came into the bar parler, wiping 
flour from her bare amis on her apron, and smUing 
with the content of health and prosperity. The 
landlord explained my errand. I suppose I looked 
rather woebegone, for his wife said: 'Toor lad; 
thou look'st fairly sick/' Then to her husband: 
''John, put on thy coat, and go with th' lad to th' 
office and send his telegram.'^ 

We went, the message was sent, and the land- 
lord took me back to the inn. The good wife 
asked me if I had had my breakfast. This was 
too much for me. I broke down and confessed 
that I had eaten little for three days. She raised 
her hands in horror, and, seating me at one of 
the tables, spread a white cloth over it, brought in 
half of a pigeon pie, part of a boiled ham, bread, 
butter and cheese, and placed it ail bef ore me. The 
landlord himself f etched a pint of aie, but the 
wife remonstrated: ''No, a mug of milk will do 
Mm more good," she said. 

She trotted oflF and brought it, and I enjoyed 
one of the grandest meals I ever ate. I hâve at- 
tended many banquets and dined at many tables, 
but noue can compare with that breakfast in the 
bar parler of the inn at Berwick-on-Tweed. My 
host and hostess hâve long since passed away, but 
their memory is still cherished in my heart with 
love and gratitude. 
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The foUowing morning I received a remittance 
ot five pounds ($25) from home. I rescued my 
watch» ring and pin, and, of course, my traveUng; 
rug (for a prospérons gentleman could not dis- 
pense with that) from the pawnbrokers, gave a 
little something to each of the members of the 
Company, said good-by to the landlord and his 
good wife— 6od bless them!— took the train to 
Newcastle and a boat from there to London. 

And so ended my first season on the stage. 

Dnring the summer months I made application 
to the managers of the varions théâtres royal in 
the conntry and snoceeded in obtaining an engage- 
ment for ^'Responsible Utility,'' a grade above my 
position at Sunderland, at a salary of twenty-five 
shillings a week at the Théâtre Soyal, GHasgow, 
in Scotland. 

The Théâtre Soyal, Glasgow, was one of the 
most important théâtres outside of London. The 
Company was a large one and included, in addition 
to the regular Unes of business, ladies and gentle- 
men especially engaged for Scotch parts. 

The Scottish people are very sensitive to the 
pronunciation of their national tongue and we 
gave many plays during the season that had a 
local appeal and required a correct expression of 
both the Highlahd and Lowland dialects, which, 
by the way, diflfer materially. 

Several of the company at Glasgow had been 
many years at the théâtre, notably Mr. Fitzroy, 
the first old man, and Mr. Lloyd, the first come- 
dian. Thèse gentlemen now were both well ad- 
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vanced in years, and at the beginning of each sea- 
8on were located in the same dressing room, but 
it was a tradition that before many weeks were 
over they would quarrel over some trifling différ- 
ence of opinion and separate. This season was no 
exception to the rule. Yet they were both fine old 
actors, had a mntual respect and esteem for each 
other, and their différences were only a matter of 
tempérament. 

The policy of the théâtre was similar to that of 
Sunderland, visiting stars, and stock perform- 
ances. 

The discipline and System of the théâtre was ad- 
mirable; punctuality imperative. To be late for 
a rehearsal was regarded not only as a dereliction 
of duty, but an insuit to the stage director and 
the Company. Ten minutes' margin was allowed 
for différence in clocks; after that you were sub- 
ject to a reproof for the flrst offence, a financial 
forf eit for the second and probable dismissal for 
the third. To hold the curtain or make a stage 
wait was a crime. 

There were two Green Booms at Glasgow. One 
for the principals and another for the utiHty ladies 
and gentlemen, and the ballet. As I was engaged 
for ''responsible utility/' I had the privil^e of 
the first. 

The Green Boom of the théâtre is an institution 
that has unf ortunately disappeared. 

It was a large room usually located within easy 
distance of the stage, plainly but comf ortably f ur- 
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nished and intended for the personal convenience 
of the ladies and gentlemen of the company. 

A f nll length mirror was generally f ound on one 
side of the room to enable the actor to see his f uU 
costume and make-up, and on a table a copy of 
'Johnson 's dictionary for référence in case of a 
disputed pronunciation. 

; It was to the Green Boom that the actors came 
when called for rehearsal and when dressed for 
theîr parts in the evening. From it they were 
snmmoned by the call boy when reqnired on the 
stage. 

! Conversation was subdued and perf ect étiquette 
was observed. 

On rare occasions visitors were permitted, but 
it was a courtesy extended to few. Now, in the 
old théâtres the Green Boom has been relegated to 
the property man and in the majority of new 
ones it does not exist. 

\ At the beginning of my Glasgow season I com- 

I menced a diary, but I regret to say that I contin- 

I ued it for but a few weeks. I did, however, keep 

a record of the parts I played, and I find that dur- 

ing the season commencing September 7, I8689 

and terminating May 28, 1869, I appeared in 

eighty différent plays in parts varying in length 

from one to fifty lines. In explanation of this, it 

'must be remembered that it was not unusual to 

give three plays in one evening. A light comedy 

, or farce to play the audience in, then the f eatured 

drama or tragedy, and a broad farce to play the 

.audience oot. 
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Our performances may at times hâve lacked the 
finish of modem productions, but they were given 
with a spontaneous sincerity and vigor that was 
convincing and impressive. 

Miss Bateman, our flrst star, was an American 
actress, who had made a great success both in 
England and her own country as ^'Leah, the Jew- 
ish maiden.'* She was the daughter of the Mr. 
Bateman who first presented Henry Irving, as st 
star, to the British public. It was the foresight 
and enterprise of an American that gave Irving 
the opportunity to demonstrate his genius, and 
started him on the road to distinction and success. 

Charles Dillon, who f oUowed Miss Bateman, was 
a great actor. His Belphegor was one of the most 
beautiful and pathetic performances I ever wit- 
nessed. I also had the advantage of playing with 
him in Othello and Eing Lear. His présentation 
of Othello was a noble performance, fuU of ori- 
ental color in ail its earlier phases. In, the tender- 
ness and pathos of the later scènes, I hâve never 
seen it surpassed. His Lear was superb! 

Lady Don and Miss Augusta Thompson played 
and sang in musical comediettas. 

John L. Toole, of whom I shall speak at length 
later, played a brief engagement in his comedy 
parts, and Miss Marriott in tragedy. Among 
other parts Miss Marriott played Hamlet. I hâve 
never seen a woman as Hamlet bef ore, and I can- 
not say that it impressed me favorably. Miss 
Marriott was mature, and her féminine figure was 
largely in évidence, which somewhat marred the 
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illusion ot a youthful prince, but her reading of 
the Unes was splendid. 

Miss Marriott in private life was the wife of 
Mr. Robert Edgar, a humorous gentleman, whose 
delight it was to amaze and confuse Shakespear- 
ean scholars, and theorists on Hamlet, by assert- 
ing that ^'Hamlet was a married woman and he 
could prove it by officiai records. '^ When called 
upon for his authority, he would produce his cer- 
tificate of marriage to Miss Marriott. 

The Christmas pantomime foUowed. A gor- 
geous production founded on ''The Travels of 
Gulliver," which ran for more than six weeks, 
the principal part in which was played by 6. W. 
Anson, a young actor who subsequently achieved 
distinction in England, in Australia and in this 
country, and I am happy to say is still delighting 
audiences hère with his fine ability, mellowed by 
time, study and expérience. 

The principal actors in the company usually 
took ''Benefits" toward the close of the season— 
a custom now happily extinct, but then a part of 
their contract. The actor chose his play, with the 
approval of the management, and took a clear 
third of the night's receipts, his particular friends 
and admirers rallying to his support. 

There was also a ''gênerai ticket night,'' when 
the subordinate actors received half of the value 
of the tickets they could sell. It was a recognized 
institution, and I must admit I hâve taken advan- 
tage of it, but it always seemed to me, except in 
a case of actual necessity, to be a humiliation to 
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the actor and an imposition on his f riends. How- 
ever» in some instances it gave the public an op- 
portunity to show their appréciation ot the actor 's 
talents and to demonstrate their esteem for him. 
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OHAPTER V. 

Progress and PromotioiL 

The loyalty of British theatre-goers to their 
favorite actors is a characteristic of that country. 
It is not the case of being idolized today and dis- 
carded tomorrow. Esteem and respect grow; 
with time; admiration begets affection, and the 
actor is not merely the entertainer of the passingi 
honr, but a f riend who has a place in their hearts» 
and is a f actor in their lives. 
^ During the Spring season Sims Reeves, the great 
ténor» came to us appearing in Rob Roy and Guy 
Blannering, drawing immense audiences and 
charming them with his wonderf ul voice in the 
incidents^ and interpolated songs. 
i| Herr Formes, a popular operatic basso witU 
dramatic aspirations, played a week with us in 
Shakespeare's Merchant of Venice. He gave 
a remarkable performance of Shylock with a deepj 
guttural Oerman accent Before the end of the 
week Herr Formes' ambitions as a tragedian had 
ceased to be. 

f Our season of f orty weeks came to an end abouV 
the last of May, and with it, the existence of the; 
old Théâtre Royal. The patent which gave it the 
title ''Royal'' was transferred to the Prince (^ 
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Wales' Théâtre in the Cowcaddens» which after- 
ward enjoyed the distinction. 

Bob Boy was the play chosen for the last night. 
The house was packed. At the conclusion ot the 
play the entire company and the audience stood 
and sang ^'Auld Lang Sjnie," on the last notes of 
which the curtain of the old Boyal, in Dunlap 
Street f ell for the last time. 

A tour of the industrial towns of Lancashire and 
Yorkshire with a company supporting John L. 
Toole, the comedian, in which Henry Irving was; 
the leading man, delightfully commenced the fol- 
lowing season. I say delightfully, for Mr. Toole 
was a most génial gentleman, and the principals 
of the company were ladies and gentlemen of Per- 
sonal charm and great ability. 

Mr. Irving had not then achieved his great suc- 
cess that culminated in his knigh^ood^ but he was 
a fine, well trained actor of striking personality 
that gave great distinction to every part that he 
played. 

Our répertoire consisted of a number of little 
comédies and farces, including ^'Dearer Than 
Life/' "Uncle Dick's Darling,'' especially writ- 
ten for Mr. Toole, ''Oliver Twist'* and several 
others. I was engaged for the waUdng gentle- 
man, but another young man (E. T. Webber) 
about my own âge and expérience was also en- 
gaged for the same line^of parts, it being under- 
stood that the one of us who was the best dressed 
on and off the stage should hâve the better parts. 

The company assembled at Bochdale, in York- 
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shire. Tom Webber and myself f ound lodgings 
in a small hôtel kept by a typical Yorkshireman^ 
On Sunday morning Tom and I came downstairs 
together to go to church, both dressed in our best, 
and each eyeing the other critically. The land- 
lord, standing at the foot of the stairs exclaimed: 
^'Eh! lads! thon doesn't favor actors, thon look'st 
like gentlemen." We both laughed heartily, for- 
got our rivalry and were close f riends for the re- 
mainder of the season. 

There was an old saying among the actors of 
that time, paraphrased from the Litany: 'Trom 
Helly HuU and Halifax, good Lord deliver us." 
We did not visit the first named place, but we did 
fine business at Hull and Halifax. Ât the latter 
town, Irving asked me if I would like to join him 
in the morning and walk to Huddersfield, our next 
stand, a short joumey of twelve miles. I eagerly 
accepted his invitation, and, leaving our hand bag- 
gage with the property man, we started on our 
tramp. It was a lovely autumn morning, and at a 
good pace we strode along the splendid roads of 
old England, smoking our briar root pipes and 
swinging our heavy walking sticks. 

We came upon a roadside inn, stopped for a bite 
and a sup, sat under a ^'spreading chestnut tree," 
and with the appetites of plowmen tackled a meal 
of bread, butter, cheese and a mug of aie; the 
bread and butter, home made and f resh, and the 
cheese and aie mellowed by time. 

Some years later, Sir Henry Irving (he had 
Ihen been knighted) entertained me at an elabo- 
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rate dinner in this coontry, and we talked over the 
rustic meal two prospective tragedians had taken 
on the road to Huddersfield years ago, and both 
agreed that the former meal was the most enjoy- 
able. 

Ât the termination of our tour with Mr. Toole, 
the Company, with the exception of Mr. Irving, 
went to the Amphithéâtre at Leeds for the season, 
imder the same management. The Amphithéâtre 
was an old hoose that had been devoted to lurid 
melodrama, and the more reflned policy of the new 
management was not successful, so they gave it 
up, and the proprietor decided to run it on the old 
lines. 

I was retained as leading man and stage man- 
ager, a wonderf ul promotion for a young actor of 
my brief expérience, but thanks to the co-opera- 
tion of tiie company and the indulgence of the 
{)ublic, I held the position satisf actorily. 
^ I had many amusing expériences with our melo- 
dramatic stars, one of which I recall. 

The star for the week was a *'Dog-man,*' that 
îs to say, he brought with him two trained dogs 
fthat appeared in the play. They seized the villain 
when he was attacking the hero, rescued the héro- 
ïne in distress, brought in the lost will at the criti- 
cal moment, or something of that sort. The play 
was ''The Forest of Bondy, or the Dog of Mon- 
targis/' It was to hâve run for the week, but it 
did not please. 

The proprietor sent for me and instr^cted me to 
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change the bill. I knew the star had no reper- 
toire, so I asked what play he would suggest. 

He replied: '^Give 'em some Shakespeare, put 
up Hamlef 

I found our Dog-man star, and told him of the 
manager's suggestion. He was delighted with it. 
Said he: ''Â good idea. Use the dogs,— Hamlet's 
dog, let him seize the Eing in the last act.'' 

I inquired if he had ever played Hamlet. He 
replied, ''No, but that's ail right, l'U wing the 
beggar,'' meaning that he would read over tfie 
Unes in the wings and then go on and speak them 
before they had left his memory. 

As Hamlet speaks consîderably more than a 
thousand lines, this was a startliug proposition. 
However, I called a rehearsal for the following 
moming. Our Dog-man came with a book of the 
play he had bought on his way to rehearsal. He 
separated the uneut leaves with a letter opener and 
began to read the part. Its length surprised him, 
and tuming to me he remarked in a strong Cock- 
ney dialect, ''The bloomin' Dane cackles, don't he, 
Oully?'' 

He floundered through the first scène until he 
reached Hamlet 's soliloquy beginning, "Oh, that 
this too solid flesh would melt,'^ etc. That was 
too much for him. He admitted defeat and de- 
parted abruptly, taking his dogs with him. We 
substituted stock plays to flU out the week. 

Fortune took me to a minor théâtre in Man- 
chester in the spring, and I was so f ortunate as 
to attract the attention of Mr. Charles Calvert, 
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manager of the Prince's Théâtre in that city. He 
offered me an engagement, which I gladly ac- 
ceptecL 

The Prince's Théâtre, Manchester, was prob- 
ably the flnest in England, outside of London. It 
was owned by an American, Mr. Boston Brown, 
whose means, liberality and good taste beautified 
the front of the house, while the ability and culture 
of Mr. Calvert controlled the stage. 

The distinguishing features of the Prince 's 
Théâtre under Mr. Calvert's management were 
revivais of Shakespeare 's plays, which were pro- 
duced with so much élaboration of détail, archa- 
ological accuracy and wealth of scenery that they 
attracted the attention of the entire country. . 

It was in this splendid atmosphère I spent the 
next two years. Mr. Calvert was good enough to 
take great interest in my career and gave me the 
advantage of his ripe expérience and scholarship, 
encouraging me to study the great characters of 
Shakespeare, and really laid the foundation of 
what subsequently became the ambition and work 
of my lif e. 

The flrst Shakespearean production in which I 
was engaged was ''Richard the Third" played 
from the full text of the poet. The usual acting 
édition of ''Richard III'' is a greatly curtailed ver- 
sion of the play, with passages from other plays, 
and interpolations by Colley Cibber. This ver- 
sion has been used by tragedians for many years 
and is very popular still, but many of the char- 
acters and incidents of the original text are 
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omitted, and many passages and climaxes made 
jexceedingly melodramatic and theatric. 
[ Our production was very massive and elaborate. 
The dresses, armors, weapons, banners and her- 
aldic devices were ail reproduced from compétent 
authorities and a panorama and pageant of médi- 
ta 7al splendor was the resuit. 

I do not remember the cast of ail of the char- 

Ws, but Mr. Calvert played Richard and gave a 
spiendid performance of the part. Mrs. Calvert 
was Queen Elizabeth, and I was cast for Lord 
Hastings. 

"Richard the Third'* ran for twelve weeks to 
enormous business, after which Mr. Toole, the 
comedian, played a brief engagement and then the 
Christmas pantomime was produced. 

The subject was ''Bluebeard," and I was cast 
for that much married reprobate. I played it in 
a vein of burlesque tragedy, and in spite of the f act 
that I had both to sing and to dance, accomplish- 
ments in which I was sadly déficient, I was quite 
a success. The production was a spectacle of 
o< jjAbI splendor and magnificance, the transfor- 
mation scène being especially beautiful. This 
particular scène was called "The Nativity of 
Venus," and at the conclusion of our run was 
purchased by Messrs. Jarrett & Palmer, the Amer- 
ican managers, and brought to New York. 

Following the run of the pantomime. Miss Adé- 
laïde Neilson, then the most beautiful and popular 
actress on the English stage, came to us for a 
lengthy engagement. 
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Her répertoire included ''Romeo and Juliet,*' 
''As You Like It/' and "The Lady of Lyons/' 

When I had met the lady some four years be- 
f ore I played very small parts with her, but now 
I was Romeo, Orlando and Claude Melnotte, the 
opposite leading parts to the star. 

Miss Neilson played with realistic émotion and 
passion, and as I was a young man full of vigor 
and enthusiasm, I responded. The resuit was 
quite a sensation, particularly in "Romeo and 
Juliet/' Juliet's tears and Msses were real and 
her embraces eamest and sincère. One critic re- 
marked to me: "You were both so intense in tJie 
garden scène I fully expected to see Juliet jump 
down from the balcony into your arms, or you to 
climb up to hers, and I wouldn't hâve blamed you 
if you had.*' 

"Romeo and Juliet'' ran four weeks. We then. 
presented "As You Like It," and I don't think 
Rosalind ever had a better représentative than 
Miss Nielson. 

In the part of Orlando, in "As You Like It," I 
had to wréstle with, and flnally throw, Charles, the 
Duke 's wrestler, in a bout in the présence of the 
Buke. A huge athletic man, who posed for Her- 
cules and other heroic figures in the art school, 
had been engaged for the wrestler. 

Our wrestling business had, of course, been ail 
arranged and rehearsed, and for the first few 
nights ail went well, but one day Charles had been 
indulging too much in old aie, or possibly some- 
thing stronger, and came to the théâtre very much 
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the worse for liquor. But he was able to appear, 
though in a very bad temper. We skirmished for 
our grip, finally closed and wrestled as arranged 
nntil it was time for Charles to go down; but he 
wouldn^t go down, and I couldn't make him. I 
whispered: **Go down— letme throw you," but he 
replied: ''If you talk to me l'il throw you in the 
bloody orchestra/' The worst of it was, he could 
hâve done it. Tet ultimately he permitted me to 
throw him. For a f ew minutes, however, it looked 
as if Charles the wrestler was to be the hero of the 
occasion, instead of Orlando. 

I recaU at this late day the exquisite setting Mr. 
Calvert gave us for *'As You Like It." He was 
a master of stagecraft, had a most reflned taste, a 
love for the beautif ul, and our sylvan scènes in the 
Forest of Ârden rivalled nature itself . How my 
youthful imagination revelled in the scène as 
Rosalind in her boy's dress of doublet and hose 
wandered through those leafy aisles under the in- 
terlacing branches of the trees! It seemed to me 
the perfect realization of the poet's idéal. 

Â production of Lord Lytton's play, ''The Lady 
of Lyons,'' in which I was Claude Melnotte, the 
hero, brought Miss Neilson's engagement to a 
close. 

It is remarkable with what skill the distin- 
guished author has clothed the young scoundrel 
Claude Melnotte in a garment of poetry and con- 
cealed the villainy of his assumption of the char- 
acter of the Prince of Como. It is said that Lord 
L]rtton was deeply chagrined at the lack of success 
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of some of his former plays, which had great liter- 
ary merit, and that he wrote ''The Lady of 
Lyons*' from a purely theatrical point of view. 
The resuit, however, was one of the most popular 
romantic dramas of the day and the success of 
our production was another instance of its popu- 
larity. 

An unfortunate incident occurred on our first 
performance of the play. In the f ourth act, the 
parents of the heroine, Pauline, having discovered 
the imposition practiced on their daughter, come 
to the humble cottage to which Claude has taken 
his bride, and demand her release. But Pauline 
does not wish to leave her pea3ant husband, and 
proposes that her parents adopt Claude as their 
son. Her father, an upright business man, dé- 
clines to do this, and insists that Claude retum 
to his station and give Pauline a divorce. Pauline 
exclaims with indignation: 

"And you would hâve a wife enjoy luxury while 
her husband toils?'* 

Then tuming to Claude, who is standing peni- 
tently in the left hand corner, she continues: 
''Claude! Claude! thou canst not give me titles, 
rank and station, but thou canst give me a true 
heart. Take me, I am thine and no word of re- 
proach shall ever pass my lips,'' and rushes into 
Claude 's arms. 

This was the situation. Pauline rushed toward 
me, but I was unprepared. She struck me fuU in 
the breast, I fell backwards, and Pauline fell with 
me. There was, of course, considérable amusement 
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in the audience and confusion on the stage. We 
were assisted to our f eet, and with considérable em- 
barrassment resumed our position, when I, with- 
out thinkingy spoke the next line of the text, which 
unfortunately happened to be, ''This is the heavi- 
estblowof ail." 

I don't think I ever heard such hysterical laugh- 
ter in my life. Âctors, audience and musicians 
were convulsed. It was impossible to proceed 
with the play. We endeavored to continue but 
our voices were drowned in laughter. The cur- 
tain f ell, and the audience dispersed, f eeling amply 
repaid for the loss of the conclusion of the play. 

Ât the conclusion of the season at Manchester 
I obtained a suinmer engagement at the Théâtre 
Royal, Douglas, in the Isle of Man, under the man- 
agement of Mr. John Coleman, an eccentric gen- 
tleman, but a scholar and a very fine actor. 

The Company was a good one, the work easy and 
our stay on the island more like a vacation than 
a working season. We rehearsed every moming 
at 10 o'clock and were through by 12. The gentle- 
men would then go down to the dock, take an 
eight-oared gig and row over to Port Skillion 
Creek, a delightf ul bathing place secure f rom pub- 
lic intrusion, with every facility for just wetting 
your feet or diving into water forty feet deep. 

There, in the simple costume of a pair of bath- 
ing drawers, we would enact the most wonderful 
extemporaneous melodramas that fun and non- 
sense would suggest. The villain would throw 
the heroine into the water, the hero would leap in 
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to save her, we would duck the villain and indulge 
in the wildest fun for an hour or so, then retum 
for dinner, study, rest and préparation for the 
evening performance. 

Âmong many parts I played that sommer was 
Mathias in ''The Bells," Henry Irving's great 
success. I was the flrst actor to play it outside 
of London. 

Mr. Coleman directed our rehearsals with sMll 
and ability, but he was very fond of using long 
and sometimes confusing terms in his directions. 
For example, he was instructing some supemu- 
meraries who were to represent villagers to laugh 
at him as he came upon the scène, and he said: ''I 
want you to give me a laugh as I come on, a 
greasy laugh of truculent défiance." 

On another occasion when an actor asked for a 
small advance on account of salary, he responded: 
''Sir, you are always in a state of dire impecuni- 
osity.'' It was a slight affectation, but in spite of 
it we ail had a profound respect and esteem for 
John Coleman, the actor, the director, and the 
man. 
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CHAPTER VI 
Shakespeaxean Ambitions. America in Prospect. 

On my retum to Manchester for my second sea- 
son, Mr. Calvert made a most elaborate produc- 
tion of Shakespeare 's comedy of *'The Merchant 
of Venice.*' The scènes were reproductions of 
Venice in the sixteenth century, the costumes 
copied from portraits in the old Italian galleries, 
and real gondolas were imported from Venice for 
the production. 

New incidental music, including a Venetian 
Masque, was composed for the production, by 
Arthur Sullivan, who conducted the orchestra for 
the first week. 

Arthur Sullivan, who was afterward knighted, 
is perhaps better remembered by his association 
with W. S. Gilbert in the composition of H. M. S. 
Pinafore and other comic opéras. Sullivan had 
a charming personality and was a great favorite 
with us ail. 

Many actors who play Shylock terminate the 
play with the exit of that character in the trial 
scène; but we used the fuU text as it is printed in 
the usual published éditions. 

It was in this production I saw tableau curtains 
used for the first time. Heretofore, a green baize 
curtain that descended in f olds opened and closed 
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the play, while a painted drop, with a heavy roller, 
rose and fell between the acts. Mr. Calvert used 
heavy velvet curtains, with appropriate Venetian 
décorations, parted and closed by Italian pages be- 
tween the scènes, making each one a tableau. 

Mr. Calvert played Shylock. Mr. Henry Van- 
derhoff the Gratiano, Frank Archer, Antonio; Miss 
Carlisle, Portia; Miss Rose Coghlan, Nerissa, and 
I was the Bassanio. 

Miss Rose Coghlan was a young and beautiful 
girl, who subsequently came to this country, for 
many seasons was leading lady at Wallack's Thé- 
âtre, New York, and is still playing, dignifying 
her parts with the consummate art that only 
great ability, allied with ripe expérience, can give. 

Another Shakespearean revival, though on a 
less elaborate scale, was a condensed version of 
''The Taming of the Shrew" called ''Katherine 
and Petruchio," in whicE Miss Coghlan played the 
shrewish Katherine and I appeared as the roy- 
stering Petruchio. 

The Christmas Pantomime foUowed "Katherine 
and Petruchio. ' ' I did not play in it, but appeared 
in the farce or comedietta that preceded it, per- 
formances to which the audience paid little atten- 
tion, being impatient for the brilliant spectacle 
they had come to see. A production of a new play 
by Tom Taylor, author of "The Ticket of Leave 
Man,'' called "Handsome Is That Handsome 
Does,'' followed the Pantomime. 

Mr. Compton was the star. He played a vil- 
lage schoolmaster. I was a young aristoorat on 
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a reading tour. The late Mr. E. S. Willard, whose 
performances in *'The Middleman'* and ''The 
Prof essor 's Love Story" are so delightfully re- 
membered, was also in the cast. 

In one scène, a village festival, there were three 
wrestling bouts between Mr. Compton and myself . 
Mr. Compton was to win the first bout, I the second 
and Mr« Compton the third, winning the match. 
The wrestling had been carefully rehearsed and 
the f ails arranged, but Mr. Compton was an elder- 
ly man, and on the first night I threw him so heav- 
ily in the second bout that it almost broke the 
poor gentleman's back. After this the contest 
was limited to one bout to décide our physical 
superiority. 

Mr. Compton has long since passed away, but 
what a fine unctuous comedian he was! His 
Touchstone, the roynish clown in ''As You Like 
It/' still lingers in my mind as the best I ever 
witnessed. 

An engagement of Mr. Dion Boucicault, the au- 
thor of ''The Colleen Bawn," "The Shaughran,'' 
and other Irish plays, filled several weeks, and I 
profited greatly from his instruction. He was a 
master of stagecraft and dramatic détail. 

In a little play called "Kerry'* I had to eat a 
couple of lamb chops and drink a glass of brandy 
and water. Mr. Boucicault insisted on having the 
real thing. They were sent nightly from the 
Queen's Hôtel and ï was compelled to devour two 
chops and drink brandy and water bef ore the audi- 
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ence, speaJdng my dialogue between mouthfuls, 
swallowing umnasticated food and drinking ar- 
dent spirits from a tumbler that Mr. Boucicault 
as ^'Eerry/' the faithful servant, constantly re- 
plenished. 

I bave to thank Dion Boucicault for my first 
attack of indigestion, but I am also indebted to 
him for an indorsement that won me my first en- 
gagement in this country, so in the balance of 
things I esteem myself hls debtor. 

Two interesting visitors were Mr. and Mrs» 
William J. Florence, who will be remembered 
hère for their unique performance of the Hon. 
Bardwell Slote and Mrs. Gen. Gilflory in The 
Mighty Dollar some years ago. Mr. and Mrs. 
Florence were advertised as **The Irish Boy and 
Yankee Girl.'' We had many Irish comedians 
on the English stage, but the Yankee Girl was a 
new character to us, and Mrs. Florence greatly 
pleased our Manchester audience. Mr. Flor- 
ence was more successful as Cap'n Cuttle, in a 
version of Charles Dickens' novel '^Dombey and 
Son.'' 

Ânother visiting star and very great favorite 
was Mr. E. Â. Sothem, who played Lord Dun- 
dreary in ''Our American Cousin," ''The Crushed 
Tragedian," "David Garrick" and "A Regular 
Fix." Mr. Sothem was a man of distinguished 
appearance and of complète savoir faire. He 
had lived some years in America and was thor- 
oughly démocratie with the company and dearl]^ 
loved a practical joke. 
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A monster benefit was given at the Prince's for 
the sufferers by the great fire that had almost de- 
stroyed Chicago. Evei^thing was donated, the 
house was packed and a substantial sum of money 

■ was sent to America to aid in the relief of our 
American cousins. 

' A revival of Shakespeare 's ''Timon of Athens/' 
in which Mr. Calvert played Timon and I one of 
his f aithful serving men, brought the season and 
my engagement to a close. 

What a wealth of expérience those two years at 
the Prince 's Théâtre, Manchester, had given me! 
What a variety of parts I had played! And, bet- 

,ter still, what a love and révérence for Shakes- 
peare and an ambition to adequately présent his 
characters and plays had been aroused in my mind 
and heart! Many, many times in the years that 
hâve passed since those early days I hâve blessed 
the happy chance that took me to Manchester and 
the good fortune that gave me such a master, pre- 
ceptor and f riend as that admirable actor, scholar 
and gentleman, Charles Calvert. 

Another pièce of good fortune fell to my lot in 
Manchester. While I was playing Romeo to Miss 
Nielson on the stage, I was playing Romeo in real 
life to the sweetest little woman in the world. 
Like ''Romeo and Juliet,'' we were married, but 
there the similitude ends, for in our case the 
lady and myself hâve enjoyed a long life of happi- 
ness; and that same little woman, with a silver! 
halo round her sweet face, sits by my side and 
smiles at me as I am writing thèse lines. 
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When the season had closed in Manchester I 
made my first essay in management. I leased the 
Théâtre Royal, Oldham, in Lancashire, for a 
month. I produced *Taust,'' **Little Em'ly/' 
''AU That Glitters Is Not Gold" and several other 
plays. For the final week I presented Mr. Charles 
Oalvert in ''Louis XI,'' a part he played with 
great efFect and sMll. The resuit of my manage- 
ment was a great store of expérience, but very 
little profit. 

Brighton is but a short distance from London, 
yet the Théâtre Royal is called a provincial théâ- 
tre, in fact, the tenu "provincial" is applied to 
everjrthing and everybody outside of the metrop- 
olis. 

It was at the Théâtre Royal, Brighton, under 
the management of Mr. Nye Chart, I obtained an 
engagement for the next season. 

Mr. Chart was an excellent gentleman, but a 
confirmed invalid. He had formerly been an 
actor of considérable réputation as a comedian. 
He had practically retired from the stage and 
played but one part with us during the season, 
Nat Gosling, an old jockey, in Boucicault's racing 
drama, "The Flying Scud." 

The great scène in "The Flying Scud" is the 
race course on Epsom Downs. Mr. Chart, who 
was anything but an accomplished equestrian, had 
to enter the scène on horseback, having won the 
great race for the Derby. The stage was filled by 
a shouting crowd as the old jockey, in his racing^ 
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colors, mounted on the wimdng horse, was led on 
by the grooms. 

It was a great climax and some admirer in ono 
of the boxes threw a large bouquet upon the stage. 
Mr. Blakeley, plasring one of the characters, 
picked up the fiowers and handed them to Mr. 
Chart, but in doing so struck the horse on the nose. 
The horse, unaccustomed to floral tributes and 
already excited by the lights and the noise, reared 
on his hind legs and backed into the crowd, almost 
unseating Mr. Chart, who f rantically grasped the 
animal round the neck to avoid f alling ofF. The 
act drop descended. Mr. Chart angrily asked Mr. 
Blakeley: ''What the devil did you do that for?'' 
to which Mr. Blakeley replied with asperity: 
•'Why don't you ride a horse that knows his busi- 
ness?'' 

Several new plays were produced during the 
season, notably ^'Gilded Youth," by Sir Charles 
Young, author of *'Jim, the Penman," etc., and 
**Marlborough," by Henry Vining. We had few 
stars in Brighton, but one very interesting visitor 
was the American comedian, X. E. Emmett, who 
played *Tritz, Our Cousin German." As I re- 
member, he was the first actor to présent the 
character of the newly-arrived emigrant with a 
German dialect to the English public. The play 
was original, Mr. Emmett sang several catchy 
songs and was a substantial success. 

I did not play in the pantomime, although a 
most elaborate one was produced, but we encoun- 
tered a very unpleasant expérience. 
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A young lady was spedally engagea for thei 
leading boy's part in the burlesque opening. At 
the rehearsals it was f ound she had no knowledge 
of music and could not sing. Mr. Chart protested 
at her lack of vocal ability, but the young lady 
asserted, ^'It was the province of the orchestra to 
fumish the music, she would speak the words." 
Mr. Chart demanded her résignation. She in- 
sisted on the engagement being kept, so Mr. Chart 
compelled her to rehearse, dress, make up and go 
through her part every day in a large room at 
the back of the stage, with only the prompter for 
an audience, while another actress was engaged to 
appear in the public performance. 

The young lady heroically complied with thèse 
conditions for a week, but finally succumbed to 
discipline and left us. It was rather a drastic 
remedy for incompetency, but not without an élé- 
ment of justice. 

My last winter season in England was spent at 
the Royal Alexandra Théâtre in Liverpool, under 
the management of Mr. Edward Saker. The 
Alexandra was a splendid théâtre standing next 
to the Lime-Street railroad station and is well 
known to many visiting Americans. 

The Company was a fine one and included Mr. 
Fred Thome, the comedian, who shortly afterward 
came to this country and made such a pronounced 
success as Fluellin, the Welsh captain, in '^ Henry 
the Fifth"; Mr. Hargreaves and Mr. Constantine, 
who both appeared hère later in varions com- 
panies. Mr. Harry Loveday was our musical di- 
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rector and subsequently accompanied Sir Henry 
Lrving to the States in the same capacity. 

Ali of the principal stars came to us in the 
course of the season, and at Christmas the annual 
Pantomime was produced, the opening f ounded on 
Moore's poem and called ''Little Lalla Rookh." 

I played a part in it called Fadladeen, in which 
the author had written a song, '^Oh! Mother, Part 
My Curly Hair/' a parody on the ténor songs of 
the minstrel companies. As I hâve bef ore con- 
fessed, my vocal ability is very limited and I an- 
ticipated the f ate of the young lady at Brighton. 
Mr. Loveday was very patient with me, and 
though I must hâve driven him nearly to distrac- 
tion, he finally managed to get the tune into my 
head and I got through with it, but I noticed Mr. 
Loveday invariably left his conductor's seat and 
his répétiteur to conduct before I reached my 
vocal number. 

We produced some new plays in the spring, 
notably ^'The Avalanche/' by Miss Braddon, the 
novelist, and ^'Sithors to Grind/' a domestic 
drama by George Ralph Walker. The latter play 
was intended as a vehicle for Mr. Saker to star 
in, and af ter our Liverpool production it was taken 
to the Globe Théâtre in London for métropolitain 
endorsement. 

A London engagement was, and still is, the goal 
of every English actor's ambition, and I consid- 
ered myself very f ortunate in having such a good 
part as Ned Bluff in ''Sithors to Grind" in which 
to make my first metropolitan appearance. 
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Ned Bluff was a brawny young blacksmith, in 
love with a little girl, a cripple and an apparently 
hopeless invalid. He was ragged and manly, but 
sympathetic and tender, and I was in love with 
the part. 

The play was well received. I was called bef ore 
the curtain and we ail thought we had a success, 
but awaited with anxiety for the verdict of the. 
critics in the newspapers of the f ollowing day. 

I was living at home and was sleeping late after 
the excitement of the preceding night. My 
mother brought ail of the moming papers to my 
bedroom. I woke at her entrance, looked at her 
anxiously, knowing she had read them ail, when 
she said: *'Well, my dear, they say you are very 
bad/' But her pleased expression belied her 
words. I glanced over them, thèse fateful criti- 
cisms, rapidly at first, then read them word by 
Word. 

The notices were ail very favorable, and John 
Oxenford, the celebrated dramatic critic of the 
''Times/' was good enough to say: ''Mr. Warde, 
as Ned Bluff, looked as if he had stepped ont of one 
of Charles Dickens' Christmas books and acted his 
part with sincerity and skill." 

Mr. J. H. Bames, more familiarly known as 
Jack Bames, one of the handsomest actors in Eng- 
land, played an important part in "Sithors to 
Grind.'' He subsequently came to America in 
support of Adélaïde Neilson and has more recently 
appeared hère in several productions of modem 
plays with crédit and distinction. 
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At the close of my London engagement I accom- 
panied a young and ambitions lady star with a 
new play to try her fortunes in Scotland. She 
had assembled together a nnmber of good actors, 
it being late in the season, and we played in Aber- 
deen, Glasgow and Edinburgh. 

In the Company was a young man of about my 
own âge named Robert Brough, a nephew of 
Lionel Brough, the distinguished London come- 
dian. Bob and I became great friends. 

One moming at Aberdeen we had gone some lit- 
tle distance ont of town to the shore to bathe. 
While we were in the water it suddenly occurred to 
us that the royal train carrjring Queen Victoria to 
her Scotch castle at Balmoral was to pass the 
Junction, about two miles distant, at 12 o'clock. 
We hastùy made for shore, looked at our watches 
and f ound we had but a short time to make it, but 
as neither of us had ever seen Her Majesty we 
decided to make the effort. 

We had no towels, but rapidly dressed and 
started on a run for the Junction. When we ar- 
rived we f ound the royal train at the platf orm and 
a semi-circle of people bareheaded standing re- 
spectfully round the royal carriage. The Queen 
and her youngest daughter, Princess Béatrice, 
were at the window, and John Brown, her High- 
land servant, on guard at the door. We pushed 
our way through the crowd to the front and took 
off our hats. Our movement attracted the atten- 
tion of the Queen and Princess, who both burst out 
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laughing at our appearance, and the crowd joined 
in the f un. 

We were withont coUars or ties; we carried 
them in our hands. Onr clothes were disarranged. 
We were puffing with our exertions, flushed with 
exercise, and our hair dishevelled and damp, 
standing every-which-way from the sait water. 
We were embarrassed by the attention we at- 
tractedy but we saw the Queen and our object was 
gained. 

In the Company was a gentleman named Mr. 
Cteorge Warde. Both he and I lived in the same 
square in Edinburgh. Thèse squares are like a 
cul de sac having only one outrance. Greorge 
Warde, Bob Brough and myself were starting out 
for a walk one moming— I think we were bound 
for Holjnrood— when we met a telegraph boy com- 
ing into the square. 

As telegrams were infrequent we inquired 
whom his message was for. He answered: ^^A 
play actor named Warde.'' **Which Warde," we 
asked, **George or F. B.?'' *T. B.,'' he repUed. 
I took the message and f ound to my delight it was 
a proposition from Messrs. Jarrett and Palmer» 
managers of Booth's Theaixe, New York, through 
their London agents, asking me the salary I re- 
quired to come to America and play the juvénile 
leading parts at their théâtre. 
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My Arrivai and First Expériences in America. 

I was snrprised and delighted at the prospect 
of going to America. Visions of émolument and 
success in a new world rose before me. My 
friends congratulated me. We continned our 
walk, discussing the telegram, the salary I should 
ask, the plays in which I should probably appear, 
lif e and expenses in New York and every angle of 
the proposition without either of us knowing a 
thing about life and conditions in the United 
States. 

I replied to the telegram, and after some nego- 
tiations received a contract for a year's engage- 
ment at a salary of more than four times the 
amount I had ever received for my services in 
England. 

Our season closed in Edinburgh and I hastened 
to my home, then in the suburbs of Liverpool» 
completed arrangements for my f amily, who were 
to join me later, if I were successful, and prepared 
for my vojrage. 

I sailed from Liverpool early in July on the 
Inman steamship City of Richmond. 

It happened that Mr. Toole, the comedian, was 
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to sail for New York at the same time, but aboard 
another ship, the Republic, of the White Star Line. 
The tenders of both vessels left from the same 
landing stage. There were a great number of 
friends to wish God-speed to Mr. Toole, and I 
shared in their good wishes. Just before going 
aboard Mr. Toole in his génial way came to me 
and said: ^'Warde, l'U bet you a bottle of wine I 
get there first.'^ I accepted the challenge and 
wonbyflvehours. 

Our last good-bys were said, the signal ^'Âll 
aboard" was given and, with a benizon of love 
that shone through the tears of the dear ones left 
behind and the cheers and good wishes of friends, 
I embarked on the ship that was to take me to the 
new world, when I was destined to make ïay, 
future home and to find the prosperity and happi- 
ness I hâve so abundantly enjoyed. 

The City of Richmond was a fine vessel, splen- 
didly officered and manned, and, being midsum- 
mer, we had a very smooth passage. I did not, 
however, escape the discomf ort of seasickness, but 
an old vétéran of the navy. Sir John Britton, took 
me in hand. He kept me waUdng the deck and 
nibbling a ship biscuit till I got over it, and I 
suffered no more on the trip. 

I was particularly f ortunate in sharing my state- 
room with Lawrence Hutton, a New Yorker, and 
practically my first American acquaintance, which 
resulted in an intimate friendship that continued 
for many years. 

Lawrence Hutton was a man of literary taste. 
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an author, a dramatic critic and a traveler; in 
fact, he was then retuming to the United States 
from Iceland, where he had accompanied Dr, 
Eane's expédition. 

Hntton used to say the first favorable impres- 
sion I made upon him was by the sight of a pair 
of very sjrmmetrical limbs descending from the 
upper berth in the stateroom, which he subse- 
quently recognized with renewed admiration in 
a pair of rose-colored silk tights on the stage of 
Booth's Théâtre. 

On the voyage I was introdnced to the American 
game of poker, and I was qnite f ortnnate, at least 
I thonght so at the time; bnt a disastrous expéri- 
ence later led me to change my opinion. Âlto- 
gether the voyage was very pleasant, and my fel- 
low travelers exceedingly courteous and agreeable. 

In the moming of Snnday, July 26, 1 awoke to 
find myself in New York harbor. We had arrived 
during the night, and were anchored at the quar- 
antine station, having made the trip in ten days, 
an excellent record at that time. 

I was in America. In the distance I saw the 
City of New York, and the tall towers for the 
Brooklyn Bridge, not yet completed. I saw the 
big ferry beats with their huge walking beams; 
the tugs bnstling about; the ships at anchor; the 
great round emigrant building at Castle Garden, 
everything seemed so big and so busy. A f eeling 
of awe, akin to fear, seemed to possess me as I 
looked round the harbor. What would be my f ate 
inthisnewland? Would they like me? Would I 
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be snccessful? Thèse were my thoughts as we 
came np the bay. 

We reached our slip, a crowd was on the dock 
to welcome us. Before the gangways were low- 
ered, a big tall man on the dock shonted to the 
captain: *'Have you got Fred Warde aboard?'' 
Surprised beyond measure, I inquired who he was 
and leamed he was an officer of the customs, 
known as **Baby'' Bliss, a great friend of my new 
managers, Messrs. Jarrett and Pahner. Subse- 
quently he became a great friend of mine. Many 
greetings of welcome, and many good wishes were 
expressed as I landed on the dock. * ^Baby ' * Bliss 
passed my baggage and piloted me to the Metro- 
politan Hôtel, then on Broadway, near Houston 
Street. 

The f ollowîng day I reported at the théâtre and 
met my new managers for the first time. I found 
them most affable and friendly. They treated me 
with more f amiliarity than I had been accustomed 
to from managers in England, made me f eel very 
welcome, and I begau to realize the meaning of 
American democracy. 

This impression was emphasized at the first re- 
hearsal, when I met John McCullough, little 
dreaming that our first meeting was to be the 
beginning of several years of close association. 

John McCullough was one of the leading trage- 
dians of the American stage; a big broad-shoul- 
dered man with a large head and strong f eatures» 
He looked to me more like a f armer than an actor. 
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His manner was akin ta bis appearance; frank, 
open and honest. 

He gave me a most cordial greeting and made 
me feel that I had met a friend; in fact, every 
member of the company received me with the 
warmest expression of good wiU, and before the 
first rehearsal was over I was very much at home 
with them. 

On Monday evening I joined a party of gentle- 
men that included Mr. Toole and Mr. Loveday 
to see the first performance on any stage of Rice's 
''Evangeline/' at Niblo's Théâtre. The cast in- 
cluded Mr. W. H. Crâne and Mr. George L. E[night, 
both of whom enjoyed great popularity for many 
years. Mr. EInight bas passed away, but Mr. 
Crâne, affectionately known as ^'BiUy^' Crâne, 
still lives, and with hosts of admiring friends 
throughout the country I join in the hope that he 
may long remain with us and enjoy his distin- 
guished position as the Dean of American Come- 
dians. 

Âfter the performance at Niblo's we were taken 
across Broadway to Tony Pastor's Théâtre to 
see and be presented to the most beautiful girl on 
the American stage, Miss Lillian Bussell. After 
our introduction we were ail ready to acknowledge 
the lady fully justifled the distinction, and time 
has matured but not diminished the beauty of her 
youth. 

Booth's Théâtre, New York, in 1874, was prob- 
ably the most complète and beautiful in the coun- 
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try. It had been built some years before by 
Edwin Booth without considération of the cost. 

The entrance was imposing, the foyer and stair- 
cases lofty and wide, and the entire scheme of 
décoration of the théâtre proper, dignified and 
beautiful. 

The stage had ail of the latest mechanical ap- 
pliances and inventions, the Green Room was at- 
tractive, the dressing-rooms spacious, convenient 
and cômfortable. 

The entire building was worthy of its distin^ 
guished f ounder and the purpose he had in view, 
which he told me later was to leave a lasting monu- 
ment to the name of his father, the late Junius 
Brutus Booth, and himself . 

It was a calamity, not only for Mr. Booth, but 
to the drama and to the country when financial 
reverses, caused by the great obligations he had 
incurred in its érection, compelled him to give it 
up. 

The théâtre was now leased by Messrs. Jarrett 
& Palmer, and was reopened under their manage- 
ment on Âugust 10, 1874, with a new play by Dion 
Boucicault, called '^Belle Lamar," in which John 
McCullough was to make his first appearance in 
a modem part, and I to make my first appearance 
in America. 

Belle Lainar was a play of the Civil War perîod. 
7ohn McCullough played the part of Col. Philip 
Bligh, and I, that of Capt. Marston Pike, both oflS- 
cers in the Union army. The cast also included 
Katherine Rogers Randolph, an English actress of 
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repute, and Frank Mackay, a very brilliant char- 
acter actor who played the part of Gen. Stonewall 
Jackson, the celebrated Confederate leader. 

Mr. Mackay af terward was a prominent member 
of the Union Square Company, was the original of 
the character of Pierre, the cripple, in the ''Two 
Orphans,'' and is now more than 80 years of âge, 
yet is still in active life, a teacher of acting and 
public speaking and officer of the Âctors' Fund of 
America. 

Dion Boucicault, of course, directed the pro- 
duction of his play, and introduced some novel 
effects in the battle scènes, but how he could hâve 
permitted John McCuUough to appear in a brand 
new and modem uniform of the United States^ 
cavalry with bright gilt buttons and brilliant 
epaulettes, when on active service in a long and 
strenuous campaign, I could never understand, but 
he did. 

I was f ortunate enough to make a favorable im- 
pression and received very flattering notice from 
the press; but the play was not a great success 
and was withdrawn after a short run. 

Shortly after the production of ''Belle Lamar'' 
at Booth's Théâtre, Mr. John L. Toole, the Eng- 
lish comedian, made his American début at Wal- 
lack's Théâtre in a play by Henry J. Bjnron called 
''WigandGown.'* 

The choice of this play for Mr. Toole 's first ap- 
pearance was unf ortunate. The plot was based 
upon the love and loyalty of a poor, brieflless bar- 
rister for bis wig and gown, the symbols of his 
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prof ession, which he is obliged to sacrifice on ac- 
count of poverty. As neither wig nor gown were 
used in American courts of law at that time, the 
audience could not sympathise with his grief at 
the loss of such apparently superfluous articles, 
and the play did not please. 

There was then no international copyright law. 
Mr. Toole's popular plays **Dearer Than Life'*' 
and ^^Uncle Dick's Darling'' had already been 
played in this country by American comedians, 
and it was not until he presented ' ' Off the Line, ' ' a 
play of universal human sympathy/that Mr. Toole 
received the récognition his talents deserved. 

Âfter Mr. Toole's engagement, a new Irish play 
by Dion Boucicault called ''The Shaughran'' was 
produced at Wallack's in which Mr. H. J. Monta- 
gué, a very handsome and popular young English 
actor, made his first appearance. He was an im- 
médiate success and remained at Wallack's 
Théâtre playing a number of parts for several 
years. 

Mr. Montagne died in San Francisco in 1878, 
under circumstances that I shall describe later. 

But to retum to Booth's Théâtre. ''Belle 
Lamar'' was followed by the revival of a very 
old play, "Venice Preserved,*' by Thomas Otway. 
Mr. Boucicault had revised the play and intro- 
duced a very éloquent passage of powerful invec- 
tive from Bjnron's Marine Faliero, which John 
McCullough delivered in the chàracter of Pierre. 
I played the part of Jaffier. 

"Venice Preserved'' introduced a young Eng- 
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lish actress, Miss Fanny Braugh, to America in 
the part of Belvidera. 

Belvidera was a very heavy tragic rôle. Unf or- 
tunately Miss Brough, who was charmingly effec- 
tive as a domestic heroine, was utterly inadé- 
quate ta the demands of a part like Belvidera, and 
the poor little lady terminated her engagement 
and retumed to England at the end of the first 
week. 

Ât the time of which I am writing there were 
four important théâtres in New York, ail bearing 
the individual stamp of their respective managers, 
gentlemen of culture and purpose, who took great 
pride in the excellence and personnel of their com- 
panies, notably Wallack's Théâtre by Mr. Lester 
Wallack, Daly's Théâtre by Augustin Daly, the 
Union Square Théâtre by Messrs. Sheridan, Shook 
and A. M. Pahner, and Booth's Théâtre, by 
Mesrss. Harry Pahner and Henry Jarrett. 

The principal members of thèse companies tab- 
ulated below include the names of many ladies 
and gentlemen who were held in great esteem at 
the time and several of whom subsequently 
achieved national distinction. Their loyal serv- 
ice and Personal integrity gained for them an af- 
fectionate regard, which the présent System of 
itinerancy, except in a f ew instances, does not af- 
ford: 

Wallack's— H. J. Montagne, John Gilbert, Harry 
Beckett, Joseph Polk, Ada Dyas, Madame Ponisi, Effie 
Germon* 
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Dàly's — George Clarke, Louis James» James Lewis, 
W. J. Lemoyne, Fanny Davenport, Mrs. GHlbert, Ada 
OilmaiL 

Union Sqiiare--0. B. Thome, Jr.» McEee Bankin, 
John Parselle, Stnart Bobson, Eate Claxton, BIrs. Wil- 
kinSi Eitty Blanchard, Ida Vemon. 

Booth's— F. B. Warde, E. E. Collier, H. A. Weaver, 
Charles Leclerq, H. A. Langdon, Bosa Band, Mary 
Wells. 

Each théâtre had a distinct policy and a clien- 
tèle that took not only an interest in the play but 
in the individual performances of each member of 
the cast. 

A mémorable event occurred at Booth's Théâtre 
during my first season there— the farewell per- 
formances of Charlotte Cushman, and her final ap- 
pearance on the New Tork stage. 

Charlotte Cushman was a wonderful woman, 
masculine and strong in spite of her advanced 
years, with a homely face, but with gentle man- 
ners and a gracions kindness to ail with whom she 
came in contact. 

At the time she was rehearsing and playing witU 
us she was suff ering f rom a very painf ul disease 
that ultimately caused her death, and we were cau- 
tioned to be very considerate and careful if the 
business of the play necessitated any personal con- 
tact with her. 

Miss Cushman belonged to what is known as the 
'^Macready School.'' She spoke her Unes with 
great précision and with remarkable cleamess of 
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«niinciation, especially emphasizing her O's and 
R's. Her business was definitely studied, and ail 
of her movements and gestures significantly ex- 
act. 

The engagement, as I remember, was for three 
weeks, and Miss Cushman appeared in three af 
her greatest parts: Queen Katherine in * 'Henry 
iVni/' Meg Merrilies in a dramatic version of Sir 
Walter Scott 's novel **Guy Mannering/' and as 
Lady Macbeth. 

George Vandenhoff, a tragedian of note, was 
specially engaged for the parts of Cardinal Wol- 
sey in **Henry VIII,'' and ''Macbeth.'' Mr. Van- 
denhoff 's Wolsey was an impressive performance, 
but in "Macbeth" a rheumatic or gouty condition 
of his nether extremities compelled him to wear 
soft f elt shoes and to walk with difficulty, which 
somewhat destroyed the illusion of that hardy 
Scottish chieftain, the Thane of Cawdor. 

I had the privilège of playing the parts of 
Cromwell in "King Henry VIII," Macduff in 
* 'Macbeth" and Henry Bertram in "Guy JMan- 
nering" with this wonderful woman and great 
actress. 

Our houses were packed to the doors at every 
performance and on the last night of Miss Cush- 
man's engagement, November 7, 1874, a great 
démonstration of esteem and affection, in which 
the Mayor and leading citizens of New York par- 
ticipated, took place at the end of the perform- 
ance. 

The play was "Macbeth." At its conclusion 
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Miss Cushman appeared on the stage in modern 
dresSy surrounded by the company and a large 
nnmber of citizens. An address was read and pre- 
sented to her on the part of the city by William 
Cullen Bryant, an original poem especially writ- 
ten by Richard Henry Stoddard was recited, a 
laurel wreath presented by the Ârcadian Club, 
and af ter the response the curtain f ell to the music 
of a great orchestra and the cheers and bravos of 
the immense audience assembled to do honor to 
probably the greatest actress that ever trod the 
American stage. 

But that was not ail. When Miss Cushman lef t 
the théâtre and entered her carriage the people in 
the Street took out the horses and attaching a 
long rope to it, dragged it from the théâtre to 
the Fifth Avenue Hôtel, where another démon- 
stration took place that included music, speeches 
and a grand display of fireworks in Madison 
Square. 

The same company that had supported Miss 
Cushman at Booth's Théâtre went with her to 
play a final week at the Academy of MÎusic, Phila- 
delphia. 

The same plays were presented, and the great 
academy was packed at every performance. The 
enthusiasm was great, and her final appearance 
an ovation. 

On the last night of our Philadelphia engage- 
ment Miss Cushman paid me the great compli- 
ment of sajring: ^^It was reserved for her last 
performance of 'Macbeth' to witness the best 
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rendition of Macdoff she had ever seen,'' and iin- 
solicited, gave me an autographed portrait af her- 
self y which I still possess and which occnçies an 
honored place on the walls of my library. 
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CHAPTER Vm. 

À Season of Important Productions and Distin- 
guished Successes. 

The next production at Booth's Théâtre was a 
very picturesque and romantic melodrama called 
^'The Hero of the Hour/' introducing a youngi 
Prench actor, Henri Stuart, to America, but al- 
though M. Stuart made a most favorable impres- 
sion the play failed to please and was withdrawn 
in favor of an adaptation of Dickens 's novel 
''David Copperfield'' by Andrew Halliday and 
caUed ''Little Em'ly/' 

George Fawcett Rowe in a most unique and ef- 
fective impersonation of Wilkins Micawber was 
the feature of the production. 

I was originally cast for the part of Ham, but 
I desired to play old Dan'l Peggotty as I was very 
f amiliar with that type of character, having lived 
at Yarmouth and known many of the old boatmen 
on the beach, and had leamed their dialect. 

After some discussion, the management jdelded 
to my wishes, and I am happy to say I justifled 
myself by making a most emphatic success in the 
part. 

The cast was a splendid one and included Miss 
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Maud Granger as Little Em'ly, Helen Tracy as 
Rose Dartle, Mary Wells as Betsy Trotwood, H. A. 
Weaver as Ham, Charles Leclerq as Uriah Heep 
and Claude Burroughs, who afterward met his 
death in the Brooklyn Théâtre fire, as David Cop- 
perfield. 

The play was intended to run for one week only^ 
but its success was so great it was retained in the 
bill for six weeks and played to splendid business. 

It was in this play that I was confirmed by prac- 
tical expérience in my theor; that the province 
of an actor is to simulate feeling, not to feel— in 
other words to act, and not to be. 

I was taking luncheon with my f riend Lawrence 
Hutton, when he said: ^'I am told y ou hâve made 
quite a hit as old Feggotty. I am coming to see 
you this aftemoon, so don't give a modified mati- 
née performance, but do your best/' 

I went to the théâtre determined to impress 
my f riend, and threw myself with intensity into 
the part, so much so, that in the scène where I 
had to describe with deep pathos my wanderings 
în seaxch of my erring nièce, I lost control of my 
émotions and fell sobbing on the shoulder of 
Claude Burroughs, who was on the stage with me. 
It was some moments bef ore I could proceed. The 
stage manager thought I was ill, and sent the call 
boy running for water. The leader of the orches- 
tra left his seat and wanted to call a physician. 
Foor Burroughs tried to restore me and the audi- 
ence was getting restless and uncomf ortable until 
by a suprême effort I controlled myself and pro- 
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ceeded with the dialogue, but the effect of the 
scène had been entirely lost. 

By simulating émotion I had moved my audi- 
ence to tears, but by suffering the same émotion 
I had lost control both of myself and them, and 
instead of seeing Dan'l Peggotty and hearing his 
pathetic récital of his travels, they saw only an 
actor apparently in pain, struggling to speak his 
lines. 

On meeting Mr. Hutton afterward he compli- 
mented me on the gênerai performance of the 
part, but asked: ' ' What was the matter with you 
in that scène with Claude Burroughs? You were 
incohérent and mixed it up completely. Some 
people sitting behind me said you had been drink- 
ing. I knew that was not so, but what was it? 
Were you ill?'* 

I explained the situation to Mr. Hutton, and 
ever since hâve acted on the theory that the prov- 
ince of an actor is to thoroughly understand the 
émotions he has to portray and then act, not f eel 
Ihem. 

It was David Oarrick who asserted, ''The great- 
est actor was the man who could make the audi- 
ence cry and the prompter laugh at the same 
time/' and I cordially agrée with him. 

I was privileged to see and meet quite a number 
of prominent American actors and actresses at 
Booth's Théâtre during my first season there, 
notably Mr. and Mrs. Bamey Williams in Irish 
I>lays, Mr. Joseph Jefferson in Rip Van WinMe» 
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Mr. John Sleeper Clarke, the comedian, and Miss 
Matilda Héron. 

Miss Matilda Héron was quite an eccentric lady. 
She had been the great Camille on the American 
stage, but on the occasion to which I refer she 
played Lady Macbeth. Mr. Vandenhoff was the 
Macbeth, and I played Macduff . 

The sleep walking scène of Lady Macbeth f ol- 
lows the one in which Macduff receives the news 
of the murder of his wif e and children, and termi- 
nâtes with the agonized f ather swearing to avenge 
them as he rushes off the stage. Miss Héron was 
standing in the entrance clad in a white garment 
and holding a lighted lamp in her hand, watching 
the scène. As I rushed off, she dropped the lamp, ' 
opened her arms, threw them round my neck, 
kissed me on both cheeks, exclaiming, ^'By God, 
Warde, you're a trump!" recovered her lamp be- 
f ore I recovered from my surprise, and went on 
with her scène. 

The feature production of the season was 
Shakespeare 's *' Henry the Fifth,'' brought over 
in its entirety from the Prince 's Théâtre, Man-' 
chester, Eng., and reproduced hère under the di- 
rection of Mr. Charles Calvert, who came over 
from England for the purpose. 

**Henry V was probably the most elaborate re- 
vival of any Shakespearean play that had been 
made in thls country. The scenery was magnifi- 
cent; the properties, armors, heraldic devices and 
costumes were copied from authoritative sources. 
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and the company especially selected for its prés- 
entation. 

Mr. Greorge Rignold, a prominent English actor, 
was engaged for the Eing, Mr. Fred Thorne for 
Capt. Fuellin, and Mrs. Charles Calvert for Ru- 
mor, as Chorus. 

I was cast for Williams, a blnnt English soldier, 
a relatively unimportant part, if any speaking part 
in Shakespeare 's plays can be unimportant, on 
the promise that as soon as the play was running 
smoothly I should be permitted to retire f rom the 
cast to go to England to bring my f amily over. 

The cast of Henry V included Henri Stuart, as 
the Dauphin of France, Henry Weaver as the 
Duke of Exeter, E. E. Collier as Mountjoy, Charles 
Leclerq as Bardolph, C. B. Bishop as Pistol, Miss 
Mary Wells as Dame Quickly, and many others. 

The play was a very great success, but George 
Rignold, who subsequently made the success of 
his career as the Eing, was far from satisfactory 
on the first night. 

In appearance he was the perfection of hand- 
some, heroic manhood, a véritable Greek god in 
his régal robes and shining armor, but the magni- 
tude of the production, and the importance of the 
occasion, made poor George excessively nervous. 
He forgot his Unes, was confused in the business 
and completely lost his self-control. 

The management became alarmed, so much so, 
that I was instructed— as soon as I was through 
with my part— to go home, study the part of the 
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king and rep#rt for rehearsal the next moming, as 
perfect as possible. 

I spent thenight in concentrated study, keeping 
awake by thc aid of blaok ooffee and oraoked ice, 
and by the tine for rehearsal was practically per- 
fect, but a night's rest after the excitement of the 
first perf ormaice had restored Rignold to his nor- 
mal conditior; he rehearsed splendidly, and on the 
second nightànd thereafter played the part with 
so much digiity, grâce and skill that he estab- 
lished himseT as one of the most popular actors 
England had sent to this country. 

Frederick i!horne, the comedian, made a most 
distinguishecl^uccess as Capt. Fuellin, second only 
to that of M. Rignold. His slight, trim figure, 
martial bearig, and Welsh accent fitting the part 
perfectly. 

I cannot cqiceive of the three rognes, Pistol, the 
braggart, tbf bibulous Bardolph and Nym, the 
pickpocket, ieing in better hands than those of 
0. B. Bishoi Charles Leclerq and Edwin Irving. 
In f act the pire cast was admirable and well de- 
served the iiccess achieved. 

The heav^ plate armors wom by the actors were 
somewhat ncomf ortable, and several minor acci- 
dents occu^ed from the mailed feet which were 
very long 4d pointed. 

One imliky warrior tripped at the top of a 
flight of staf s leading to the stage and rolled down 
to the bott^, making a noise like a thousand tin 
cans in mopn. It happened in a quiet scène, of 
course. KJg Henry was on his knees and had 
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jnst begnn the prayer with the line, ^'Oh, God of 
Battles, Steel my soldiers' hearts!'' when the crash 
came. The interpolations by Mr. Bignold, into 
that prayer, as the poor warrior stniggled to re- 
cover himself y were vivid and picturesque, but not 
adapted for publication. 

An amusing incident occurred ii the scène in 
which Fluellin compels Pistol to eatthe leek that 
he (Fluellin) wears in his cap on St. David 's Day, 
and which Pistol has insulted. It las to be done 
near the footlights, and prêteuse s impossible. 
A property leek with a tube in whch a pièce of 
apple was inserted was the usua? method em- 
ployed, and Mr. Bishop, who hada great aver- 
sion to onions in any f orm, ate the ipple without 
discomf ort, but one night the proprty leek was 
lost or misplaced; a real leek was substituted, and 
poor Bishop had to eat the nauseatin; vegetable at 
which his stomach revolted in f ull vew of the au- 
dience. Pistors concluding line ii the scène, 
^^All hell shall stir for this/' had astronger sig- 
nificance than usual. 

* 'Henry V had quite a long run orits first pro- 
duction and later in the season wasrevived and 
was played successf ully for five weekumore. 

By this time I had many warm f rinds in New 
York, and on my twenty-fourth birtlday, Febru- 
ary 23, a dinner was given in my honr at the Ar- 
cadian Club, of which I had been eleted a mem- 
ber. The guests included Lawrence lutton, Clar- 
ence Livingston, Henry Pahner, lan Gillette, 
J. L. Toole, J. J. O'Eelly, the dramtic critic o£ 
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the New York Herald, who af terward became a 
member of the British Parliament, George Rig- 
nold, Dan Harkins and George W. Howe, the 
dramatic critic of the Evening Express, who read 
the following poem: 
"Corne and avard to Warde the praise that's due 
For Williams, Pegotty and Macdnff too. 
Bnt yesterday we George 's praises rang 
But yestemiglt on Frederick 's praises sang. 
Thus to good nen we ail do show regard, 
And George ai4 Frederick both had their reward. 
80 with the Iffitherland we ail shake hands, 
And f asten clo»r true and filial bands, 
80 does the Mofierland adom onr stage, 
And so do we ateept the gentle gage. 
Thns let it ever \e, 'twixt mother, son. 
And we thank ^land for the good she's done 
In sending us ac^ss the stormy sea 
Actors who claintthe critic 's fealty. 
Let ns bestow npë them kindly words. 
And give to FredHck B. his just rewards.'' 
* 'Henry V" hadbeen running four weeks with 
every prospect of ^ntinuing for some time when, 
on a Monday morn^, Mr. Jarrett sent for me and 
said: ^'You want i) go to England to bring your 
wif e over. We can bare you f rom the cast, so now 
is the time to go. yhe Abyssinia of the Cunard 
Line sails on Wedn^day. Take that steamer, but 
be sure and returnji time to support Miss Neil- 
son, who foUows *Hhry V.* ** Then as an after- 
thought: ''You haébetter cable your wife that 
you are coming/' 
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Two days seemed a short time to prépare for an 
océan voyage, but I had already discovered that 
things were done rapidly in America, so I as rap- 
idly made my arrangements to follov^ Mr. Jarrett's 
instructions. 

In spite of the f act that I was in receipt of a 
good salary, dollars were none to# plentif ul with 
me and transatlantic telegrams were expensive, so 
I made my cable to Mrs. Warde as brief as pos- 
sible, simply saying: "Sail on "Vrednesday," and 
I sailed. 

On arriving at Liverpool— I lad wired again 
from Queenstown the time of ny arrivai— I was 
met by my wife's sister. I inqiired for my wife. 
*'She's gone!'' *'Gone where?' I asked. *'To 
America!" ''When?'' *'0n Vednesday, a week 
ago as you directed in your telçram!'* 

Mrs. Warde had taken my caUe for instructions 
instead of information and hadiailed on the Guion 
Line steamer Idaho from Livei)ool the same day 
I had sailed from New York. 

To make the play of cross pirposes complète, we 
had passed the Idaho in mid-oean and saluted her 
according to custom, neither ny wife nor myself 
dreaming of the comedy oferrors that was in 
progress. 

I cabled immediately to myfriend '*Baby'' Bliss 
of the customs, who met thcidaho, f ortunately a 
slower ship than the Abyssiia, explained my ab- 
sence to my wife, and toolher to some mutual 
f riends who cared for her util I retumed. 
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I disposed of my house in Liverpool, took a 
hasty trip to London, and in four days was on my 
retum trip by the White Star steamer Republic, 
arriving in New York within twenty-f our days of 
my departure with the flrm détermination to prac- 
tice economy in other ways than by abbreviating 
telegrams in the future. 

The story of my misadventure, was, of course, 
too good to keep. The newspapers published ic 
and for some time I had to endure with the best 
grâce I could assume the jesting of my friends who 
saw more humor in the incident than I did. 

The flrst run of * 'Henry V ' came to an end, and 
Adelaide Neilson appeared as Âmy Robsart, in a 
dramatization of Sir Walter Scott 's novel '^Eenil- 
worth/' in which I played the Earl of Leicester. 

My reappearance was announced ^'after his trip 
to Europe" and a number of friends, including a 
délégation f rom the Ârcadian Club, were présent 
to greet me. 

Following several Unes of eager anticipation 
spoken by Amy, the Earl of Leicester makes a 
quick entrance enveloped in a large riding cloak, 
concealing a very handsome, heavily jeweled cos- 
tume beneath. After an affectionate greeting, 
Amy should lead the Earl to a seat on a slightly 
raised dais, remove his cloak disclosing his gor- 
geous dress, and then sit at his f eet in adoring ad- 
miration. 

My entrance was through an arched opening. 
A bar of wood about three inches high was the 
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base of the arch. I canght my f oot against this 
bar and pitched headlong on the stage, leaving a 
shoe behind me. My cloak flew in one direction, 
my bat in another, whilst I lay like a spread eagle 
in ail my finery on the floor in the center of the 
stage. 

The audience roared with laughter. Miss Neil- 
son was convulsed. I scrambled to my feet, 
abashed and mortifled. The good-natured audi- 
ence gave me a hearty, encouraging round of ap- 
plause. Miss Neilson controlled herself and we 
proceeded with the play, but the historié dignity 
and pride of Robert, Earl of Leicester, was not 
greatly in évidence for some time. 

In spite of my unfortunate accident the play 
was a success. Miss Neilson was a beautif ul Âmy 
Robsart and acted the part with charming sim- 
plicity in the earlier scènes, and with a deep 
pathos in the later ones, that completely capti- 
vated the audience. 

The cast was a remarkably strong one, and in- 
cluded ''Jack" Studley, a great Bowery favorite 
as Sir Richard Vamey, and Miss Ida Vemon, a 
splendid actress, who is still living and now over 
80 years of âge, as Queen Elizabeth. 

On the last night of Miss Neilson's engagement 
she played Paidine in ''The Lady of Lyons.'' I 
played Claude Melnotte. It was the last time I 
had the privilège of playing with her. She made 
one or two tours of this country with her own Com- 
pany, retumed to Europe and died shortly after 
in Paris. 
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As I look back over the intervening years, I re- 
call her performances of Juliet, Rosalind and 
Pauline distinctly, and thongh I hâve seen many 
excellent renditions of thèse parts by ladies of 
great ability and personal attraction, I hâve never 
seen the equal of Adélaïde Neilson. The charm 
of her Personal beauty, the sweetness of her voice, 
her clear, well modulated enunciation and her ca- 
pacity for deep émotion, combined with her sin- 
cerity and eamestness, gave a quality to her act- 
ing that was convincing and impressive. 

At the conclusion of Miss Neilson's engagement, 
an unfortunate performance of ^'Macbeth'' was 
given, with George Rignold in the title rôle, and 
Clara Morris as Lady Macbeth. George Rignold 
had made a remarkable success as Eing Henry 
the Fif th, and Miss Morris was a great emotional 
actress of national réputation, but neither of them 
was adapted to this great Shakespearean tragedy. 
Mr. Rignold was picturesque and virile as Mac- 
beth, but entirely lacking in poetic imagination; 
while Miss Morris as his wife sought to charm 
her husband by if eminine fascination rather than 
to dominate him by her will. ! 

The performance attracted a very large audi- 
ence by the prominence and popularity of the prin- 
cipals, but it was a gênerai disappointment. ; 

Miss Morris subsequently appeared in a very 
old tragedy called ^^ Jane Shore" in which she was 
quite successful as the unhappy mistress of Eing 
Zdward the Fourth. 

One or two benefit performances f oUowed and 
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bronght the season, my first in America, to a close. 
It had been a happy one to me. I had met several 
of the most prominent stars in America. I had 
played a variety of parts with gênerai satisfaction. 
I had made a nnmber of warm admirers and 
f riends, and I was engaged for the f ollowing sea- 
son at an increased ssdary. 
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CHÂPTEB IX. 

I Meet Edwin Booth, America's Greatest Âctor. 

Mr. Barry Sullivan, a tragedian of Irish birth 
and striking personality, inaugurated our second 
season. He played an engagement of three weeks 
in ^'Richard III/' ^'Hamlet/' *'BicheUeu/* and 
*'TheGamester.'* 

Mr. Sullivan was îlot a génial gentleman in the 
théâtre. He was aggressively domineering and 
inclined to be very sarcastic. He did not admire 
American democracy; but he was a fine actor, the 
best Duke of Gloster in '* Richard III" I ever saw. 

Mr. Sullivan did not approve of elaborate 
scenery. We were rehearsing ^'Bichard m.'* Â 
very fine mediaeval street scène that Mr. Booth 
had used in the same play, with quaint gables and 
characteristic architecture was set for the second 
act, but Mr. Sullivan would not hâve it. He said, 
^ ^Take it away. Give me a simple street drop and 
an arch. I want the audience to look at me, not at 
the scenery.'' Throughout his engagement he in- 
sisted on the same principle of simplicity, assert- 
ing '' Elaborate scenic display attracts the atten- 
tion of the audience f rom the play. As long as the 
scenery is not inappropriate their imagination will 
supply the détails.'' 

109 
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Mr. Sullivan was a very sMllful swordsmaiL 
At the close of the play of Richard ni, he f onght 
a terrifie broadsword combat with Mr. James 
Cathcart who traveled with him, playing the Earl 
of Bichmond. It was a fitting climax to his won- 
derfully virile performance of the bloodthirsty 
king. 

Beverley, in ^^The Gamester," was another 
striking performance of Mr. Sullivan. ''The 
Gamester" was a very old-fashioned tragedy, and 
only the powerful acting of the leading part by 
this distinguished actor made it attractive. 

I played the Duke of Buckingham, in ''Richard 
ni"; Laertes, in "Hamlef; De Mauprat, in 
"Richelieu'*; and Stukeley, in "The Gamester*'; 
with Mr. Sullivan. 

An attempt was made by the management of the 
Grand Opéra House in New York, which was only 
two blocks removed from Booth's Théâtre, to 
arouse national rivalry and préjudice against Mr. 
Sullivan by announcing the engagement of Mr. 
E. L. Davenport, and emphasizing the fact that he 
was an American tragedian and was supported by 
an American company in practically the samé rép- 
ertoire of plays givén by Mr. Sullivan, who was 
announced as "The Irish Tragedian.'' 

Mr. Davenport was a very fine actor, and his 
company individually and generally excellent, but 
the attempt to create any f eeling of national pré- 
judice was fortunately unsuccessful. 

The engagement of Barry Sullivan was f ollowed 
by that of Greorge Belmore, an English character 
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actor of great réputation and ability, who came to 
this country nnder the management of Samuel Col- 
ville. 

Mr. Belmore appeared as Nat Gosling, an old 
jockey, in a production of Dion Boucicault's rac- 
ing drama, **The Flying Scud.'* It was his orig- 
inal création in London, and he made a great suc- 
cess in New York in spite of the f act that he was 
a very sick man during the entire engagement. 
Mr. Béhnore also appeared as Newman Noggs in 
a dramatic version of Nicholas Nickleby. 

I played in both productions and at the con- 
clusion of the New York engagement accompanied 
Mr. Betmore to the Brooklyn Théâtre in Brooklyn, 
where on the Saturday matinée he became so ill it 
was with the greatest diflOiculty he finished the 
play. Ât the night performance I played the old 
jockey, studying the part as best I could between 
the two performances. 

I got through very well under the circumstances 
until I came to a song and a dance with the 
younger jockeys. The dance I managed fairly, but 
the song— well, the composer would not hâve rec- 
ognized it. 

''The Flying Scud" introduced Miss Bosa Band 
as leading lady to Booth's Théâtre, New York, 
and Miss Maud Harrison to the stage at the 
Brooklyn Théâtre. Both ladies subsequently be- 
came very popular in their profession. 

The Booth's Théâtre Company were then sent 
on a short tour of the New England towns in ''The 
Two Orphans.'' This play had been produced at 
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the Union Square Théâtre in New York, and had 
made a great hit^ which I am prend to say we 
duplicated on onr tour. 

Our cast was an exceptionally strong one and 
included: H. Â. Weaver, as the Count de Linieres; 
Frank C. Bangs, as the Chevalier de Vaudrey; 
E. E. Collier, as Jacques Frochard; F. B. Warde, 
iBi.s Pierre, the cripple; Rose Rand, as Louise, the 
bluid girl; Rose Lisle» as Henriette, her sister, and 
Mary Wells, as Mme. Frochard. 

We gave the first performances of the play out* 
side of New York, visiting New Haven, Hartford» 
Springfield and Providence, and then retumed to 
the city. 

During the run of * 'Henry the Fifth,** the pre- 
ceding season, Messrs. Jarrett and Palmer had en- 
gaged George Rignold to play Marc Ântony in a 
grand revival of Julius Caesar they had in con- 
templation. The proposition being a quintette of 
stars in the five principal characters, viz.: 

E. L. Davenport, as Brutus; Lawrence Barrett, 
as Cassius; George Rignold, as Marc Ântony; F. B. 
Warde, as Julius Caesar; Frank C. Bangs; as 
Casca. 

In the meantime Greorge Rignold made a visit to 
England and discussed the proposed arrangement 
with his f riends, who advised him not to place him- 
self in such direct association and contrast with 
two such popular American actors as Lawrence 
Barrett and E. L. Davenport. 

They also pointed out to him how dépendent an 
actor playing Marc Ântony was for his success 
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upon the efficient support he received from the 
mob in the scène of his address over the body of 
Oaesar, commonly but erroneously called Marc 
Ântony's oration, and suggested that a feeling of 
jealousy on the part of the American actors might 
work to his disadvantage. 

Mr. Bignold was evidently impressed by thèse 
arguments, for on his retum to America he de- 
clined to play the part. 

Jarrett and Pahner then decided to make it a 
three star oombination with Davenport, Barrett 
and Frank Bangs as Marc Antony. 

I was to play Julius Caesar, as the leading man 
of the Company, but was not to be starred. 

Though I was by no means entitled to stellar 
dignity that honor had been promised me and I 
had been proudly anticipating it for months. I 
was deeply mortifled and tendered my résigna- 
tion. 

Much influence was brought to bear on me to re- 
consider the matter, but my pride, or perhaps my 
vanity, was deeply wounded and I would not do 
so, but left the company. 

Mr. Milnes Levick was engaged in my place. 
The revival of Julius Caesar was a great success 
and had a very long run, due in a great measure 
to the activities of Mr. Joseph Tooker, better 
known as Commodore Tooker, the acting mana- 
ger of the théâtre. 

Commodore Tooker was a man of much orig- 
inality in the way of advertising, and I say it with 
great esteem that Z was very fond of him. He 
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displayed considérable audacity in carrying ont 
his designs. 

He secured the co-operation of Sam Carpenter, 
the good natured General Passenger Agent of the 
Pennsylvania Railroadi and they induced that 
great corporation, as well as the other Connecting 
transcontinental railroads to sidetrack their regu- 
lar passenger trains to permit ^'Â Spécial'' carry- 
ing Lawrence Barrett, and Jarrett and Palmer's 
''Henry the Fifth'' company to make the jonmey 
from New York to San Francisco in eighty-f our 
hours. The feat was accomplished, establishing a 
world record and resnlted in an advertisement Tor 
Jarrett and Palmer and the play of Henry the 
Fif th that attracted the attention of the entire 
conntry. 

He endeavored to induce the State Législature 
at Âlbany to adjonm and come to New York to wit- 
ness a performance of Julius Caesar. 

Other scehemes of more or less magnitude he 
originated and in many instances succeeded in 
carrying them to a successf ul issue. 

I hâve seen and heard of much of the work of 
the modem publicity or press agent, but I do not 
think that any of them hâve ever conceived and 
carried out such great advertising schemes as did 
the good old Commodore. 

As I look back, I question the wisdom of my ac- 
tion in resigning from that distinguished cast of 
Julius Caesar, but discreet or otherwise, fortune 
favored me, for I was immediately engaged by 
John T. Ford of the Grand Opéra House at Balti- 
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more to act as principal support to Edwin Booth 
on a tour of the South to begin at once. 

Nothing could hâve been more agreeable to me 
than to meet and be so prominently associated 
with the most distinguished American actor, and 
to play in such a congenial répertoire of Shake- 
spearean and classic plays that included ^'Ham- 
let/* •'OtheUo/* **Richard the Second/* **King 
Lear,*' •'The Merchant of Venice," **Much Ado 
About Nothing/* *'RichUeu,** **The Apostate/* 
and * 'The Lady of Lyons.* * I was to play Laertes 
in ''Hamlet/* lago in ''Othello/* Bolingbroke in 
''Richard the Second/* Gratiano in "The Mer- 
chant of Venice/* Edgar in "Eing Lear/* Don 
Pedro in "Much Ado About Nothing**; De Mau- 
prat in "Richelieu**; Hemeya, a Moor, in "The 
Apostate/* and altemate Othello and lago. 

I had played many of the parts with other tra- 
gedians, and knew the Unes and business, but 
Othello, Bolingbroke and the part in "The Apos- 
tate** were new to me. 

My first meeting with Edwin Booth was on the 
moming of Monday, January 3, 1876, on the stage 
at Baltimore. John T. Ford practically controlled 
the theatrical business in the entire country south 
of Baltimore, and it was Mr. Booth's first tour in 
that section of the country since the war and the 
assassination of Président Lincoln by his brother, 
John Wilkes Booth. 

Our opening play was "Hamlet.** The re- 
hearsal was called for 10 o*clock. Mr. Ford*8 
stock Company completed the cast. Ail were per- 
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f ect in the words, f amiliar with the business of the 
play, and only one rehearsal was necessary. 

Henry Flohr, Mr. Booth's Personal attendant, 
rehearsed the company, but Mr. Booth himself 
was generally présent, as he was on this occasion. 

Before the rehearsal began, I was presented to 
Mr. Booth, and I distinctly recall his appearance. 
He was of médium height, spare of figure and had 
an oval face, rather longer than ordinary, with a 
prominent nose and a sensitive and expressive 
mouth. His eyes seemed large and éloquent, and 
his face appeared quite pale; more so, perhaps^ 
f rom contrast with his dark hair that hung in clus- 
ters, quite over his ears. He wore, as I remem- 
ber, a light overcoat, which he held together at his 
waist with his hands, over a dark suit; and a soft 
f elt hat. 

His greeting was gracions and kindly, inspiring 
me at once with confidence and placing me at ease 
amidst my new surroundings. 

Our rehearsal proceeded smoothly and without 
incident. The company was a thoroughly compé- 
tent one, and the few suggestions made by Mr. 
Booth were given with gentle courtesy, and re- 
ceived and f ollowed with weU trained and respect- 
ful considération. 

I had played Laertes with many stars, both in 
this country and in England; so I was quite f amil- 
iar with the usual business of the part, and as our 
only contact in the play was in the struggle by the 
grave of Ophelia, in the churchyard, and the con- 
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test with the f oils at the conclusion of the tragedy, 
little direction or instruction was necessary. 

In the former scène a brief explanation of his de- 
sires sufficedy and as both Mr. Booth and myself 
were familiar with the foils, a few moments' prac- 
tice left me with a clear understanding of his 
wishes as to the business of the latter épisode. 

Night came. I was exceedingly nervous. I had 
played nearly two years in New York, and was f or- 
tunate enough to be popular there, but hère was 
another city. How should I f are with a strange 
audience, to whom my personality was unknown, 
my tempérament strange, and my methods an ex- 
periment? 

What an audience it was! That grand old Bal- 
timore théâtre was packed f rom the orchestra rail 
to the last row of seats in the gallery. The boxes 
and the parquet filled with the culture, the beauty, 
the aristocracy of the cîty. What a glorious ré- 
ception they gave Mr. Booth! The entire audi- 
ence rose in their places and cheered. It was a 
spontaneous tribute of love and esteem for the 
man. Then, they sat down to appreciate the actor. 

My words, as Laertes, were few in the first 
scène— a mère formai request to the Eing for per- 
mission to retum to France. Se, I had an oppor- 
tunity to observe him, too. 

^'Booth's Hamlef was a familiar phrase to my 
ears, but I had been unable to find any written or 
pubùshed account of his conception of this much 
discussed character, and I anticipated the pleas- 
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ure of witnessing the performance witb great in- 
terest. 

I saw a slight youthful figure in a black tunic 
and drapery, witii dark waving hair clustering 
aronnd a pale, thoughtful face, apparently free 
from ^^make-up" of cosmetics, moving with a 
quiet dignity, his eyes indicating the deep sorrow 
of his heart, and speaking in a sweetly modulated 
colloquial tone, suggesting rather than expressing 
the émotions of his soûl. 

There was apparently no attempt to solve any 
psychological problem/ or illustrate any abstruse 
scientific theory. It was naturels self, clothed in 
a garment of reflective poesy and enveloped in a 
mantle of reflned intellectuality that mirrored the 
sweet and gentle nature of the heart and mind 
within. 

Edwin Booth's Hamlet was a man swayed and 
controUed by the sequential incidents of the play, 
moved and influenced by natural émotions, evolv- 
ing his philosophy by spiritual contemplation of 
current events, and reaching the final catastrophe 
by cumulative conditions that led but to one in- 
évitable resuit. 

Mr. Booth loyally adhered to the simple and ob- 
vions meaning of the words as written, confining 
his conception to them and to them alone. He did 
not seek profundity, nor suggest obscurity. The 
resuit was a clear and direct exposition of the 
character, beautiful to the imagination and con- 
vincing to the intellect. He did not aet; he was 
Prince Hamlet. 
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How modestly he received the applause of the 
audience. How generously he insisted on his com- 
rades sharing it with Mm. The audience re- 
mained in their places at the conclusion of the 
play; ail of the actors in the last scène had bowed 
àieir acknowledgments, but Mr. Booth was recalled 
again and again, and each time insisted on my ac- 
companjring him bef ore the curtain. 

It was an occasion to remember, an event to be 
recorded, an inspiration to be f ollowed and a mem- 
ory to be cherished. 

It is more thanforty-three years ago now, bat it 
is as vividly impressed upon my memory as 
though the incidents I hâve related occurred but 
jesterday. 

The following moming we rehearsed '^ Othello/' 
with Mr. Booth as lago, myself as Othello. I was 
dead letter perf ect in the part, but the responsibil- 
ity of acting such a great character made me 
dreadfuUy nervous. 

It is usual for the star to tell his supporting 
actors the positions he desires them to take, the 
crosses to make, the tempo and inflections of their 
Unes and the business he wishes them to do. I 
was anxious to receive thèse directions, but Mr. 
Booth gave none. Ât last I asked, ^'Have you not 
instructions to give me, sir?" He replied, ''No. 
You seem quite familiar with the play." 

We progressed as far as the great scène between 
the Moor and lago in the third act, which is prac- 
tically a dialogue, and still no instructions. I was 
feeling quite uncomfortable. Finally I asked^ 
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'^Âre my positions satisfactory to you, Mr. 
Booth?'' *'Don't be nervousi my boy/' he an- 
swered. *'I'll flnd you, wherever you are." 

Night came. lago and Roderigo began the play 
in a scène bef ore the house of Brabantio. lago 
retires and re-enters with Othello in the f ollowing 
scène, a street in Venice. I was standing in the 
first entrance waiting for the change of scène, and 
although it was a cold winter night, I was bathed 
in perspiration. Mr. Booth came off the stage and 
noticing my condition, placed his hand on my 
shoulder saying, '* Courage, my boy, you are going 
to play the part splendidly.'* 

Throughout the play Mr. Booth acted as if I 
were the star, and he was supporting me. He 
adapted himself to my movements and action with 
the greatest considération, and at the conclusion 
of the performance said I had fully justified his 
good opinion. 

The foUowing night our parts were reversed. 
Mr. Booth was Othello, and I played lago. It was 
an ambitions undertaking for a young man to al- 
ternate such great parts with so great an actor, but 
Mr. Booth 's considérable kindness was both an 
aid and an inspiration, and the success I was f or- 
tunate enough to make was entirely due to the 
gênerons encouragement of that splendid Amer- 
ican gentleman. 

Mr. Booth's lago was a truly great perform- 
ance, fascinating in its intellectual villainy, sinu- 
ous and gracef ul in movement and intense in its 
malignity. 
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Mr. Booth was not suited to the character of 
Othello, either by physique or tempérament. He 
lacked the virility of John McCullough and the 
f erocity of Salvini. 

He played the part with the grâce of an accom- 
plished actor within his physicsJ limitations, skill- 
fiilly substituting pathos for passion. The same 
conditions prevailed in his Eing Lear. His lack 
of strength could not reach the heights of Lear's 
passion in the earlier acts, but in the later scènes 
the suffering of {he poor distracted Eing was 
pathetic in the extrême. His delivery of the lines, 
''I am a man more sloned against than sinning'* 
brought tears to my eyes, and his récognition of 
his (^ughter Cordelia, as reason partially retums 
to his disordered mind, was one of the most beau- 
tif uUy tender scènes I hâve ever witnessed^ 
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fTour of the South with Edwin Booth. 

Shakespeare's historicaJ play of ''Richard the 
Second" is seldom seen on the stage. Its revival 
by Mr. Booth was an interesting novelty; and his 
performance of the weak and unfortunate Eing 
beautif ul and effective. It was a picture of a man 
of imaginative tempérament and high ideals that 
are rudely shattered by the stormy and contend- 
ing éléments by which he is surrounded; his weak- 
ness and incapacity flnally resulting in the loss of 
his crown and his lif e. 

The character of Richard is brought into strik- 
ing contrast with that of Bolingbroke, which I 
played and modelled my make-up and perform- 
ance after Mr. George Rignold in ''Henry the 
Fifth/' giving it a vigor and force of character 
that I f ound very effective. _^ 

I always thought Cardinal Richelieu to be one 
of Mr. Booth's most successful performances. In 
make-up he seemed to hâve stepped out of one of 
the pictures of that eminent ecdesiastic in the 
Louvre. In manner he was the French exquisite» 
dainty and délicate as a woman, in action stem 
and relentless. The subtlety and craft of the 

122 
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statesman outwitting his enemies was superb» 
while the light touches of humor were given with 
an ingenuous charm that gave variety and relief 
to the gravity of the situations. 

The Semitic cast of Mr. Booth's features gave a 
very natural and appropriate character to his ap- 
pearance as Shylock in ''The Merchant of Ven- 
ice." His rendition of the part differed materi- 
ally from that of Sir Henry Irving and, to my 
mind, was a more consistent performance. 

Bfr. Booth did not seek for any new meanings 
of the words of the text, and in f ew instances used 
any new business. He accepted the traditions that 
three centuries of great actors had established, 
differing only in minor détails influenced by his 
own tempérament and personality. 

^'The Apostate" is a very old tragedy of the 
vintage that our great grandfathers enjoyed. It 
is written in the exaggerated blank verse of the be- 
ginning of the last century, and was a very popu- 
lar play at the time. Today it would excite ridi- 
cule. Its revival by Mr. Booth commanded re- 
spect from his wonderfully intense performance 
of the viUain of the play, Pescara, a part similar 
to lago, but much more malignant and treacher- 
ous. I had never seen the play bef ore, nor hâve 
I heard of its performance since. 

Mr. Booth also played Benedict in ^'Much Âdo 
About Nothing/' Petruchio in ''Katherine and 
Petruchio'' and Claude Melnotte in "The Lady of 
Lyons/' during his engagement. 

It was a remarkable répertoire of plays^ and a 
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wide range of characters to give in two weeks/but 
Mr. Booth's versatility was remarkable. It 
seemed to me thgt with Edwin Booth acting wa» 
not only an accomplishment but an instinct. With 
the greatest ease he wonld step, as it were, from 
the relentless malignity of Shylock to the rollick- 
ing Petruchio in the same evening; from the lover 
Claude Melnotte in the aftemoon to the ^'heart- 
strook" Eing Lear at night. 

Âfter two great weeks in Baltimore we started 
on our southem tour. Our first stop was at Rich- 
mond, Va., where we played an entire week in the 
historié old Bichmond Théâtre. It was on the 
stage of this théâtre that Edwin Booth's father, 
Junius Brutus Booth, when playing ''Richard the 
Third," had refused to be conquered by the Earl 
of Richmond and f erociously continuing the com- 
bat had driven the actor playing the part off the 
stage, through the stage door into and across the 
Street to a livery stable. There he was only sub- 
dued by the combined efforts of several men, who, 
af ter a terrifie struggle, finally disarmed him, and 
restored him to reason. 

From Richmond, we continued south, visiting 
Charlotte, N. C; Columbia, S. C; Charleston, Sa^ 
vannah, Âugusta, Atlanta, Maçon, Montgomery, 
Mobile, Columbus, Chattanooga and Nashville, 
closing our tour at Bowling Green, Ey. 

Âfter Richmond, we traveled by a spécial train» 
not the train de luxe of the présent day, simply a 
passenger coach and a baggage car attached to a 
wood-buming locomotive, ^he roadbeds were 
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soft, the rails of iron, so our progress was neces- 
sarily slow, and at intervais we stopped at wood 
piles and ail the gentlemen of the company would 
alight and assist the trainmen to throw the wood 
on the tender. 

Mr. Booth smoked a pipe, a corn cob, and car- 
ried his tobacco, etc., in a small satchel suspended 
f rom his shonlder like the case of a fleld glass. I 
also smoked a pipe, an English briar. Mr. Booth 
and I would go into the baggage car^ sit on a tmnk 
before the open side door, and smoke and chat. 
It was my first trip in the South, and Mr. Booth 
would point out to me the growing tobacco, the 
cotton flelds, the cane brakes, and explain to me 
the conditions of southem lif e. 

At other times, as we grew more intimate, he 
would tell me of his own early lif e and expériences, 
of his first visit to England. He gave me much 
information not only of interest but of value and 
service. 

In the meantime Mrs. Booth and Mrs. Warde 
would sit together in the passenger coach and dis- 
cuss children. BIrs. Booth (Mary McVicker) was 
Mr. Booth 's second wife. His first wife (Mary 
Devlin) had died, leaving a daughter, Edwina. 
Edwina suffered f rom an ophthalmic affection that 
prevented her from reading or studying, and her 
stepmother was educating her orally, and as Mrs. 
Warde was the mother of three children, they 
found a mutually agreeable subject of conversa- 
tion. 

Mr. Booth was a great favorite throughout the 
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southem country, and many people would congre- 
gate at the stations at which our train stopped to 
see that distinguished gentleman, but Mr. Booth, 
who was eztremely modest, would remain in the 
car. The company, however, wbuld get out for 
a little exercise. 

We had with us a little old man, an actor in the 
Company, whom we called ^^Billy" Bokee. He 
was a great admirer of the late Edwin Forrest, 
and endeavored to imitate the appearance and 
manner of that great and robust tragedian. He 
had a mustache and a tuft under his lower lip, and 
wore a black Talma cloak over his shoulders. He 
took his exercise with a tragic air and a dignified 
walk that no amount of ridicule could influence. 
The Company took great delight on thèse occasions 
to address him as Mr. Booth, and attract the at- 
tention of the spectators to him. The little man 
enjoyed this distinction, and he saved Mr. Booth 
from the embarrassment he would hâve f elt un- 
der the circumstances. 

We carried no scenery with us, but depended on 
the equipment of the théâtres where we played. 
in conséquence we were guilty of many anachron- 
isms. Hamlet interviewed the spirit of his dead 
father in a dense wood, and Shylock bargained 
the tenus of his bond with a background of a mod- 
em American street with local advertisements 
painted on it. 

Thèse trifles, however, were lost sight of in the 
Btrength and excellence of the acting. 

I remember one instance in particular. In the 
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play of Othello, the first scène should represent a 
Street in Venice, with the mansion of Brabantio on 
one side, f rom which the gentleman is aroused by 
lago, and who appears at a window to demand the 
reason of his disturbance. 

In the théâtre to which I refer the stock of 
scenery was very limited. The nearest approach to 
a mansion was a small square set-piece about eight 
feet high and twelve feet long, painted to repre- 
sent a rustic cottage with a door and window, the 
chimney appearing above a roof thatched with 
Jrtraw. 

The stage manager selected this for the purpose, 
and its impropriety wonld not hâve been noticed 
had not Brabantio from behind the scènes, mis- 
taking the Une of the roof for the ledge of the win- 
dow, popped his head ont of the chimney and in 
response to lago's alarm called out, ^'What is the 
meaning of this terrible sommons?" 

Even this might hâve caused little comment, but 
the gentleman who played Brabantio, Mr. M. Lan- 
agan, of Ford's Grand Opéra House company, was 
over six feet in height and thin in proportion. He 
had to stoop to enter from the door, and as he rose 
to his f ull height the humor of the situation made 
itself apparent, and the audience enjoyed a hearty 
laugh at Brabantio 's expense. 

'bi Charleston, S. C, we had another humorous 
expérience with another Brabantio. The gentleman 
was a substitute for Mr. Lanagan, who was ill. 
Some friends in that hospitable city had enter- 
tained him so generousTy that at the evening per- 
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formance his speech was somewhat thick and un- 
certain— very suggestive of conviviality. But he 
managed to get through his part until he struck 
the Word ^^preposterously/' in the Senate scène, 
and that proved too much for him. He hic- 
coughed at the consonants and struggled with the 
syllables for some time but finally gave it up, sat 
down and f ell asleep. 

I hâve played in Othello many, many times since, 
but never without recalling the incident of the un- 
fortunate actor who was wrecked at Charleston, 
S. 0,, on the rock *Treposterously.'' 

At Columbia, S. C, the théâtre was located in 
the Municipal Buildii^, over the City Hall. There 
was no grave trap in the platf orm that served for 
the stage, nor were we permitted to eut the floor 
to make one. We played ^'Hamlef and in the 
churchyard scène, where Ophelia was to bel)uried, 
the stage manager placed a set rock on the side 
next to one of the wings, behind which the grave 
digger went down on his knees to indicate an ex- 
cavation, and he shoveled the earth f rom that po- 
sition. When it came to the burial of Ophelia, we 
pushed the body behind the rock instead of lower- 
ing it into a glave, slightly paraphrasing the lines 
to make them consistent with that method of dis- 
posing of the poor lady's body. 

It was a great tribute to Mr. Booth and a crédit 
to the audience that thèse incongruous conditions 
failed to cause any diversion from the serions in- 
terest of the play. 

In the play of ^^Hamlet," it is necessary to use 
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two human skulls in the graveyard scène. One is 
merely thrown ont of the grave with the soil and a 
substitute serves the purpose, but Hamlet has to 
take the other in his hand and apostrophise it as 
Yorick's skull, and it should be real. The Com- 
pany did not carry one as there was a superstition 
against having a human relie in the baggage, but 
we were usuaUy able to borrow one from a local 
physician. 

In one town we were unable to do this^ so the 
property man procured a very large tumip, carved 
it into the shape of a human skull, covered it with 
earth and some paint until it really looked remark- 
ably like the real thing, and placed it in the grave. 
The gravedigger threw it ont with the soil, and at 
the proper eue handed it to Mr. Booth as Hamlet. 
The natural moisture of the vegetable, and the 
paint made it very slippery, Mr. Booth failed to 
grasp and it fell with a heavy thud on the stage, 
quite inconsistent with the weight of a hollow 
skull. 

It then rolled rapidly down to the f ootlights and 
knocked off the tip of one of the gas jets. The 
gas flamed up, some one in the audience yelled 
^'fire/' and a panic was only averted by the 
prompt action of the leader of the orchestra, who 
eztinguished the flame with his handkerchief . 

Horatio recovered the tumip and retumed it to 
Mr. Booth, but his tender apostrophe to the mem- 
ory of his early plajrmate, Yorick, lost much of 
its pathos by the unf ortunate révélation of the 
very substantial formation of the poor dead jest- 
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er's skull that was supposed to hâve **1bjxl in the 
earth for three and twenty years." 

We played an entire week at the old Masonîc 
Théâtre in Nashville, Tenn. Mr. Booth dressed in 
a small triangular room at the side of the prosce- 
nium. A cigar box with his tobacco and some 
pipe-lights ready at hand were always on his dress- 
ing table. 

We were playing '^ Richelieu." I had occasion 
to go to his room between the acts, and the picture 
I saw is fresh in my memory. Mr. Booth was sit- 
ting bef ore the mîrror, made up and dressed in the 
full crimson robes of the great cardinal, the biretta 
on his head, the jeweled cross on his breast, smok- 
ing a comcob pipe. The incongruity of the situ- 
ation struck me f orcibly and we both laughed 
heartily as we recognized the humor of this infor- 
mai meeting of the chevalier and the cardinal be- 
hind the scènes. 

In spite of his usual melancholy manner, Mr. 
Booth had a keen sensé of humor, and not infre- 
quently would make sotto-voce remarks to me even 
in the most tragic scènes. 

We were in Mobile, Âla., and had been some- 
what troubled by mosquitoes. The play was 
^'Eing Lear.'' Mr. Booth as the demented old 
Eing was sitting on a log. I, as the assumed mad- 
man Edgar, was lying at his feet. Lear, taking 
Edgar to be a leamed philosopher, asks him: 
**What is your occupation?" to which Edgar, hu- 
moring the old king, answers: ^^How to prevent 
the fiend and to kiU vermin." To my intense as- 
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tonishment, Mr. Booth, without a change in the 
vacant eye, or a muscle of the pain-drawn révérend 
face^ asked: '^Skeeters and sich?'' 

It was another démonstration of my theory of 
acting, that, however tragic the part or intense the 
émotion, the actor must always be master of him- 
self. 

Mr. Booth's health was not good, so we did not 
play every night, and I had considérable leisore. 
I took advantage of this to see the country, and 
frequently rode out several miles on horseback, 
visiting the old southem homes, cotton plantations 
and points of historic interest, invariably meeting; 
with the greatest courtesy and on more than one 
occasion enjojring the splendid hospitality fou 
which that section of the country is proverbial. 

Savannah is noted for its old historic théâtre,. 
one of the oldest in the country, and its beautiful 
System of squares and monuments. I narrowly 
escaped getting into trouble there. I was riding 
on horseback about the city, and took the car 
track through the center of a square instead of go- 
ing around by the roadway, when I was stopped 
by a policeman and escorted to the police station. 
I pleaded ignorance of the traffic régulations, made 
myself known and was released f rom custody, but 
courteously told not to do it again. 
' In several of the cities I f ound évidence of the 
late Civil War conflict, notably in the old city of 
Charleston, S. C, where on the beautiful esplanade 
I saw many of the old family mansions battered 
and disfigured by the bombardments, a sad re- 
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minder of the horrors of war. They hâve since 
been restored, and few more intereslÂng and at- 
tractive spots can be found today than the es- 
planade at Charleston. 

So our southem tour continned with ovations to 
Mr. Booth and cordial greetings to the company 
ever3rwhere until we reached Bowling Green, Ey., 
where we were met by Mr. Bamey Macauley, man- 
ager of the Louisville Théâtre^ who took Mr. 
Booth from us for a visit to the Mammoth Cave 
of Eentucky and then to Louisville, where he was 
supported by the résident dramatic company. 

I accompanied Mr. Ford and the company to 
Baltimore, stopping at Cumberland, Md., to open 
a new opéra house. We played ^ ' Jane Eyre' ' and 
two modem comédies for our three night engage- 
ment. I was requested to make the inaugural ad- 
dress. It was the first public speech I ever made, 
and I distinctly remember my suffering in antici- 
pation of that dread ordeal, but we hâve in the 
dramatic profession a comf orting philosophy that 
**Twelve o'clock must come/' and the opening 
cérémonies of the new théâtre passed off success- 
fully. 

I left the company at Baltimore and af ter a brief 
vacation went to Chicago to play a week at Mc- 
Vicker's Théâtre, and then résume my support of 
Mr. Booth on a tour of the northem cities under 
Mr. McVicker's management. 

Chicago was a very différent city in 1876 than it 
is today, but vibrant with lif e, animation and en- 
terprise. Vacant lots filled with scattered débris 
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of the récent fire disflgured the blocks on the 
streets where now magniflcent business and office 
buildings crowd each other in stately array. 
Wooden sidewalks of vBxjing levels necessitated 
care by the pedestrian, even in daylight, and 
wooden sheds served as terminais for the rail-; 
roads. ^ 

It was my first visit to the Middle West, and I ^ 
was greatly impressed with the vital energy of its' 
people. ji 

From the Windows of my room at the old Sher- 
man House I watched the powerful machinery 
driving long piles soaked in créosote in the ground 
to make a secure f oundation for the great Munici- 
pal Building to be erected there. A building that 
was subsequently found inadéquate, and a still 
greater one has taken its place. 

I opened at McVicker's Théâtre in Buckstone^s 
comedy, ^'Leap Year'' for three nights, followed 
by the old drama, *'A11 That Glitters Is Not Gold/' 
for the remainder of the week. The cast included 
Mr. Thomas Whiffln, the comedian, and Miss Ellen 
Cummins, and the résident stock company. ' 

The foÙowing Monday Mr. Booth began a two 
weeks' engagement in the same répertoire we had 
played on our southem tour. Mr. J. H. Mc- 
Vicker, who was Mr. Booth's father-in-law, played 
the comedy parts with traditional business and a 
sententious humor that was delightfuL I think 
bis grave-digger in ^'Hamlet/' and Dogberry in 
'^Much Ado About Nothing" the best I ever saw. 
Mr. Leslie Gossin, Miss Ellen Cummins and the 
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stock Company of McVicker's Théâtre completed 
the casts. 

After Chicago, we played Détroit, then crossed 
the river to Canada, playing London, Hamilton, 
Toronto and St. Catherines. I was pleased to find 
that Mr. Booth was received in Canada with the 
same enthusiasm as in the United States. This 
was the more gratif ying f rom the f act that he had 
expressed some anxiety as to his réception there. 
He had told me his visit to England in his younger 
days had not been as successful as he could hâve 
wished, and he was greatly pleased with his ré- 
ception in Canada. 

It has been said that art has no nationality, it 
is universal. In the case of Edwin Booth this was 
certainly true. Such ripened and perfect^ed art 
as his belongs not to a nation but to the world. 

We lef t Canada by the Suspension Bridge and 
finished our tour with a week's engagement at 
Meech's Âcademy of Music in Buffalo, N. Y. 

During our week in Buffalo I was presented to 
and met on several occasions Grever Cleveland, 
then the Sheriff of Erie county. He was a great 
admirer of Mr. Booth and much interested in the 
drama. Our meetings were usually after the per- 
formance when, under the social influence of a 
cigar and modest liquid refreshment, we would 
discuss the actors and the stage of the two coun- 
tries. Ât those little démocratie meetings I little 
thought, and I doubt if he did either, that I should 
one day greet him in Âlbany as the Govemor of 
New York State and later in Washington as the 
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Président of the United States. I did so, how- 
ever, and f ound in the Govemor of the State and 
the Président of the nation the same génial démo- 
cratie f riend I had met as the Sheriff of Erie 
County. 

I hâve dwelt at some length on my association 
with Edwin Booth. It approximated twenty-two 
weeks in ail, but they were so filled with interest 
and pleasure that I hâve ever regarded them col- 
lectively as one of the most enjoyable periods of 
my prof essional lif e. The modesty of a tnily great 
man was the distinguishing feature of Edwin 
Booth's personality, allied with a sweet and gentle 
nature that won the esteem and affection of ail 
with whom he came in contact. 

I did not play with Mr. Booth after the tour I 
hâve described, but it is a privilège to record the 
fact that I enjoyed his personal friendship and the 
advantage of his advice and encouragement until 
he passed away. 

The Players' Club of New York stands as an en- 
during monument to his memory, and his generos- 
ity to the members of the profession he so con- 
spicuously adomed. 

Becently a bronze statue representing Mr. Booth 
in the character of Hamlet standing on a granité 
pedestal has been erected in Gramercy Park and 
presented to the city of New York by the members 
of the Players' Club as a loving tribute to the 
memory of its f ounder. 
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KJHÂPTEBXI. 

A Eetnrn to Booth's Théâtre, New York. 

' In the meantime the revîval of ^ ' Julius Caesar' ' 
I had been a great success in New York, and Messrs. 
' Jarrett and Palmer decided to send it on a tour of 
; the country with E. L. Davenport and Lawrence 
; Barrett as the stars. On my retum from the tour 
[with Mr. Booth, I was engaged for the part of 
Marc Ântony and to be substarred. Mr. Bangs 
I was retained in New York to play Sardanapalus in 
'a big production of Byron's poetic play of that 
name at Booth's Théâtre. 

! This was another congenial engagement and I 
considered myself very fortunate, for next to Mr. 
Boothy Lawrence Barrett and E. L. Davenport 
were the most distinguished tragedians in this 
country. 

L We rehearsed ** Julius Oaesar'^ under the direc- 
tion of Willie Seymour, then quite a young nis^n, 
! but who has since become one of the most accom- 
plished dramatic directors of the day. 
h Our cast was an excellent one, ail of the gentle- 
men being men of ability, fine physique and ripe 
expérience. I append the cast of the principals as 
a matter of interest and record: 
Marcus Brutus, Mr. E. L. Davenport; Gains Cas- 
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sios, Mr. Lawrence Barrett; Marcus Ântonius, Mr. 
F. B. Warde; Julius Caesar, Mr. E. E. Collier; 
Publius Casca, Mr. Harry Langdon; Trebonius, 
Mr. J. P. Olarke; Portia, Miss E. V. Proudfoot; 
Louis Barrett, a brother of Lawrence, played the 
First Citizen. 

We began our tour at Bay City, Mich., on Sep- 
tember 25, 1876. Both Mr. Barrett and Mr. Daven- 
port were exceedingly gracions, and generously in- 
vited me to share the carriage provided for them 
to and from the railroad stations. They also sug- 
gested that we should endeavor to obtain three 
bedrooms and a mutual sitting room at the hôtels, 
an arrangement that proved very agreeable when- 
^ver we were able to obtain the accommodations. 

We carried quite an equipment of costumes, 
arms and armors, but no scenery or properties, 
with the exception of a number of long sections of 
stove piping, which, painted to represent logs of 
wood, were used to represent the f uneral pyre in a 
tableau which had been introduced to close thé 
play— **The buming of the body of Brutus on the 
plains of Phillipi.'* 

Many of the towns we visited were small, and 
the so-called opéra houses were merely halls with 
small stages, and a limited stock of scenery. Not 
infrequently I delivereïï Marc Ântony's address 
over the body of Oaesar on a dry goods box or a 
packing case covered with a white cloth, my head 
reaching to the sky borders, while a modem street 
with local stores and advertisements, served for a 
background. 
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It was impossible to obtain supernnmeraries in. 
thèse towns, so our armies were made up entireljr 
of officers and never strong in nnmbers, while our 
Roman populace and Senators were represented 
by members of the company who could double 
them with their parts. 

I bave had as f ew as five violent citizens urging 
Marc Antony to ^'read Gaesar's will/' and bave 
heard Brutus command bis soldiers, ^'Stoop, Ro- 
man, stoop, and bear the body hence," and bave 
seen two of bis oflScers take the dead Gassius by the 
head and heels and carry him off. 

In spite of thèse conditions the play was re- 
ceived with the most respectful attention, and the 
splendid acting of both Mr. Barrett and Mr. 
Davenport was appreciated with critical discem- 
ment and applauded with enthusiasm. 

Marc Antony is a very popular character and I 
was fortunately very successful in my part in the 
play. 

We traveled west as far as the Mississippi 
River. Many of the towns we visited hâve now 
become large and prospérons cities with splendid 
opéra houses equipped with every modem, scien- 
tific and mechanical device for the adéquate prés- 
entation of great dramatic productions. Even in 
the days of which I am writing there was a fine 
théâtre— Tootle's Opéra House in St. Joseph, Mo., 
and another, The Goates Opéra House in Eansas 
€ity, both built by enterprising merchants whose 
foresight anticipated the growth of thèse now 
large and important cities. 
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Mr. E. L. Davenport was a fine old actor. He 
read the Unes of Brutus with great distinction and 
acted the part with great effectiveness and deep 
feeling. 

Lawrence Barrett was an idéal Gassius. He as- 
snmed a hard, metallic voice and used a spasmodic 
action that admirably suited the part, making a 
strong contrast to the quiet contemplative reserve 
of the gentle Brutus. 

Mr. Barrett had risen to his prominence in the 
dramatic profession from very humble circum- 
stances, unaided, and acquired his knowledge and 
culture in the face of many obstacles. 

The tables in the dining room of the old Rus- 
sell House in Détroit were quite long. Mr. Bar- 
rett, Mr. Davenport and myself were dining to- 
gether, Mr. Barrett sitting at the head of the 
table, Mr. Davenport and myself on either side. 
We were taking some wine with our dinner, I 
think it was Mr. Barrett 's birthday. At the other 
end of the table, opposite to Mr. Barrett, sat an 
elderly man, who, I noticed, looked at us from 
time to time, with, as I thought, a sneering smile 
upon his face. He finally finished his meal and 
lef t the table. 

After he had risen, Mr. Barrett called our atten- 
tion to him and said: ^'I was an errand boy in 
that man's dry goods store some years ago. He 
caught me imitating him one day and discharged 
me, sajring my proper place was on the stage." 

Mr. Barrett also told us he had been a bell boy 
in one of the Détroit hôtels, and had taken the ends 
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of candies that the guests left in their candlesticks 
and by their light read and studied books and 
plays in his garret room and thus acquired an am- 
bition to become an actor. 

How he succeeded, those who remember him 
well know, and the history and records of the 
American stage will bear testimony to his honor- 
able career. 

Mr. Barrett was engaged in writing the lif e of 
Charlotte Gushman during his leisure, and read us 
the resuit of his work as he progressed. He was 
not given to humor as a rule, but was not without 
a ready wit. 

There was usually a peephole in the curtains of 
the théâtres in which we played, through which 
Mr. Barrett, as well as others, would survey the 
audience before the play began. When the audi- 
ence was large, Mr. Barrett would say with great 
satisfaction, ^ 'There is a great deal of culture in 
this town.'' This ôccurred quite frequently as 
our business as a rule was very large; but on one 
occasion, after a look through the curtain, he 
tumed away without remark. This omission 
caused a wag in the company to take a peep and he 
found a very small audience. Tuming to Mr. 
Barrett, he said with some sarcasm, ' 'Quite a great 
deal of culture hère, sir," to which Mr. Barrett re- 
plied, '*Yes, agri-culture." 

Biaxrett was very sensitive both of his personal 
dignity and of his professional position. He re- 
sented familiarity, and the tenus ''show/' "show- 
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people*' and **show folk'* were especially offen- 
sive to him. 

We were leaving the hôtel at Peoria, ni., one 
moming, the old Peoria House near the river. 
Mr. Barrett went to the desk and asked for hia 
bill. **What name?'' inquired the clerk. **Law. 
rence Barrett/' was the reply with some hauteur. 
^'Ohy you're with the show: One dollar, please: 
same rate to show folk ail round. ' ' 

The clerk meant no disrespect, but poor Bar- 
rettes dignity received quite a shock. 

Arriving one day at Lansing, Michigan, we 
reached the hôtel a f ew minutes only bef ore the 
time for closing the dining room af ter the dinner 
hour. The tables aJready had been cleared and 
prepared for the evening meal. Mr. Barrett, Mr. 
Davenport, myself and practically the entire Julius 
Caesar company came in and sat down, greatly to 
the disgust of the waiters, who had imagined their 
mid-day work completed. 

Barrett ordered roast beef and potatoes for din- 
ner. The waiter, an Irishman, brought him 
comed beef and placed it before him. Barrett, 
annoyed, handed the plate back to the waiter, pro- 
testing, ^'I want roast beef." The waiter 
promptly replaced the plate before him and in a 
rich Irish brogue asserted with décisive empha- 
sis: ''It's roast beef ye want, but it's comed beef 
ye'U get." It was ail he got and he had to make 
his dinner of it. 

During our tour an unf ortunate différence arose 
between Mr. Barrett and Mr. Davenport. It orig- 
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inated in a trifling circumstance, but both heing 
very sensitive, it aroused much ill feeling between. 
them and they would not speak to each other. 
Both gentlemen made a confidant of me. It was 
a very painful position, but I used ail the diplo- 
macy I could and was f ortunate enough to retain 
their friendship; but I regret to say the breach 
between them was never closed. 

We visited no less than fifty-four towns bef ore 
retuming to New York. The principals then went 
to the Brookljni Théâtre with the complète scenia 
production of ''Julius Gaesar/' the subordinate 
parts being played by members of Mr. A. M. 
Falmer's company. 

The part of Octavius Gaesar was played by a 
young actor of comparatively brief expérience, 
and that only in modem plays, Mr. Walden Bam- 
sey. The Roman sandals provided for him were 
somewhat complicated and he could not adjust 
them to his f eet. I was in my dressing room when 
he appeared at my door in complète Roman armor, 
helmet and ail; a pair of eyeglasses on his nose, 
f eet bare and holding a sandal in each of his out- 
stretched hands and helplessly asked: ^'How the 
devil do you put the confounded things on, Mr. 
Warde?" I solved the problem for him, but did 
not succeed in removing his préjudice against the 
footwear of the ancient Romans. 

The week at the Brookljni Théâtre closed our 
Julius Gaesar tour. The following attraction 
there was Miss Eate Glaxton and Mr. A. M. 
Palmer 's company in * 'The Two Orphans.' ' Dur- 
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ing the week the théâtre bumed down. Mr* 
€laude Burronghs and Mr. Murdock of the Com- 
pany were lost in the fire and many of the audi- 
ence perished in their efforts to escape from the 
buming building, which was destroyed. 

Our entire scenic equipment from ^^Julius 
Gaesar'' had been left in the Brooklyn Théâtre 
and was lost in the fire. 

Mr. Barrett, Mr. Davenport and myself retumed 
to Booth's Théâtre for a production of ''Eing 
Lear" with Mr. Barrett as the old demented king. 
The cast was a strong one, and the production adé- 
quate, but Mr. Barrett was not suited either by 
physique or tempérament for Eing Lear. He 
lacked cUgnity and grandeur in the earlier scènes, 
his passion was pétulance and his grief fretful 
rather than pathetic. The supporting cast was: 

Edgar, Mr. E. L. Davenport; Edmund, Mr. F. B. 
Warde; Earl of Eent, Mr. W. E. Sheridan; Earl 
of Gloster, Mr. H. A. Weaver; Albany, Mr. E. E. 
Collier; The Fool, Mr. Willie Seymour; Cordelia, 
Miss Stella Boniface; Goneril, Miss (ïertrude Eel- 
log, and Regan, Miss Dora Goldthwaite. 

At the end of the first week, Mr. Davenport re- 
tired from the cast and I took the part of Edgar, 
and Mr. Collier that of Edmund. 

Our next production at Booth's Théâtre was of 
an entirely différent character. A domestic 
drama of the Gromwellian period in England by 
W. S. Gilbert called ''Danl Druce, Blacksmith." 
The story was similar to that of George Eliot's 
''Silas Marner." It was a pretty little play and 
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proved very successful. Mr. Lawrence Barrett 
played the part of Dan'l Druce, I was Geoffrey 
Winyard and the cast included W. E. Sheridan, 
J. W. Jennings and Miss Minnie Palmer. Miss 
Falmer was a very sweet and attractive little ac- 
tress, who subsequently traveled the country in 
a play called, ^'My Sweetheart/' nnder the man- 
agement of Mr. Bogers, to whom she was after- 
wards màrried^ and is now, I believe, living in re- 
tirement. 

At that time there were two popular leading 
men in New York of contrasting type and tempéra- 
ment, Mr. Charles B. Thome, Jr., of the Union 
Sqnare Théâtre, and Mr. H. J. Montagne of Wal- 
lack's. The former was of robust physique, great 
Personal magnetism and virility; the latter déli- 
cate, polished and refined. Both were deservedly 
popular with the public. 

George Fawcett Bowe wrote a play for thèse 
two. actors with characters in which they would 
appear to equal advantage according to their Per- 
sonal characteristics. Thome was to play a great 
big hearted gênerons American, and Montagne, a 
well-bred chivalrous young English nobleman. 
XJnf ortunately neither Thome nor Montagne could 
obtain release from his engagements, so Messrs. 
Jarrett and Palmer accepted the play for produc- 
tion at Booth's Théâtre. 

The play was called *Tifth Avenue.*' George 
Bignold was engaged to play the American, and I 
was cast for the young Englishman. The sélec- 
tion of Mr. Bignold for the American was not a 
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happy one, as his bearing, manner and speech were 
essentially British, and no acting on his part could 
conceal the fact. The contrast was, therefore, 
lost. The character though, was manly and 
heroic and Bignold played it with fine effect. I 
was equally successful in my part, but the honors 
of the play were carried off by Johnny Wild and 
George S. Enight, two gentlemen from the variety 
stage, and Mr. Charles Parsloe, a comedian. 

I quote from the New York Express of the fol- 
lowing day which aptly described the circum- 
stances: ''The heroes of the hour, though, if long 
continued and vociférons cheering be any crite- 
rion, were John Wild, George S. Enight and 
Charles Parsloe, who împersonated respectively a 
negro, a Grerman, and a street ai^b. The boys in 
the gallery seemed to go wild in the frenzy of 
seeing their old friends, and applause almost 
shook the building/' 

Johnny Wild sang negro songs, George Enight 
gave a wonderf ul acrobatie imitation of a German 
emigrant seized with an epileptic fit, and Parsloe 
contributed his share of the f un by a characteristic 
sketch of a Bowery boy. 

Ail three of thèse comedians hâve long sînce 
passed away. But Wild will be remembered by 
many old theater-goers for his negro characters, 
George Enight for his German dialect plays, and 
Charles Parsloe for his Chinaman in Bartley 
Campbell's play, ^'My Partner," in association 
with the late Louis Aldrich. 

But to retum to ' * Fif th Avenue. * ^ George Rig- 
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nold and I would stand in the entrance waiting to 
go on, he wîth growing impatience, I with amuse- 
ment, as the audience encored the work of the 
comedians again and again until they were too ex- 
hausted to do more and we were permitted to pro- 
ceed with the play. 

'Tifth Avenue'' had an exceedingly good cast 
which included a fine old actor, Mr. James H. Tay- 
lor, Mr. Vining Bowers, the comedian, and Miss 
Maud Granger, the leading lady. 

After the run of 'Tifth Avenue" at Booth's 
Théâtre, it was taken to Philadelphia with the 
Bame cast. 

That Philadelphia visit left me some very sad, 
yet sweet and tender memories. During my ab- 
sence from my New York home, my wif e had re- 
ceived a cable from England announcing the death 
of my mother. She did not repeat or send the 
message to me, but came to Philadelphia bringing 
with her our little baby daughter, ten months old, 
and only when I was holding the little girl in my 
arms did she break the sad news to me with the 
gentle sympathy that only a devoted wife and 
mother could feel. 

The grief for the dear one that had passed away 
was softened by the realization of the new life 
that claimed my care and love and the filial affec- 
tion of a son that was now a tribute to the dead 
must be replaced by the loving care of a f ather 
to the living. 

I had no imderstudy, so I was obliged to assume 
my part as usual, and unf ortunately had to ref er to 
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**my mother*' in several scènes, greatly to my dis- 
tress; but no matter how heavy the actor's heart 
may be, the play must go on and the grief he f eels 
must be hidden from the audience under the mask 
of smiles and laughter. 

How gentle and kind ail of the company were to 
me that night. They had learaed of my loss, and 
ail expressed in manner more than in words their 
tender sympathy. 

Dear old comrades of the stage, you may hâve 
many f aults, but when it comes to human sympa- 
thy, I know of no profession or calling where the 
hcmd and heart are more ready to respond to the 
call for help or to lighten the burden of sorrow! 
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The Last Days of Booth's Théâtre. 

Âfter our Philadelphia engagement, the Com- 
pany retumed tp New York, most of them being 
retained to support John McGuUough in a réper- 
toire of heavy classic plays that included ^^Vir- 
ginius,'* ^'Richelieu/^ **The Gladiator** and 
**Metamora/' 

I played Icilius, De Manprat, Phasarins, and the 
young hero in Metamora, whose name ï hâve f or- 
gotten. Maud Granger was the leading lady and 
Mr. E. E. GoUier played the heavy parts. 

Mr. McGullough was much better suited both by 
physique and tempérament to the virile parts of 
Virginius, Spartacus and Metamora than to the 
part of the modem soldier in ^^Belle Lamar/' in 
which I had first met hîm. He had supported 
Edwin Forrest for some years bef ore starring him- 
self and had adopted the sterling methods of that 
Tobust and distinguished trage^an. 

There was little subtlety in McGuUough's acting 
— it was not in his nature, but in the impersona- 
tion of the elemental conditions and passions of 
the human heart he was admirable. His Vir- 
ginius was a splendid présentation of the Roman 
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patriot and f athen The tender love of the earlier 
sceneSi the indignation at the outrage on his child, 
the horror of the dreadful alternative in the 
Forum and the bereaved and distracted father in 
the later scènes were finely portrayed. 

His Richelieu lacked the delicacy and finesse 
of Mr. Booth's performance of the character, but 
he was powerfully effective in the great curse 
scène. 

It was admirably summarized in the review in 
the New Tork Herald: ' 'It suggests Uie lion rather 
thanthefox/' 

Spartacus in ''The Oladiator'' was an especially 
strong performance of Mr. McCullough's, every 
Personal attribute of the actor, voice, physique, 
manner and movement contributing to a realiza- 
tion of the Thracian captive and subséquent cham- 
pion of the arena. 

Mine was an especially strong part in "The 
Oladiator,'' PhasariuSi brother to Spartacus. In 
my last scène I had to deliver a long and vivid 
description of the crucifixion of three thousand 
gladiators. It was well written by Dr. Bird, the 
author, and I was f ortunate enough to grasp its 
spirit, and give it with good effect. Mr. McCul- 
lough was so pleased with my performance that he 
offered me an engagement at the Calif omia Théâ- 
tre in San Francisco, of which he was then the 
manager, but I was unable to accept it. 

"Metamora'' was an old-fashioned melodrama 
with exaggerated language and situations, 'de- 
pending largely on the personality of the leading 
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character for its success. It had been a popular 
part with the late Edwin Fprrest, and his pupil 
4nd successor, (DlcCullough, f ollowed Mr. Forrest's 
methods and conception of the Indian Chief whose 
name gave the title to the play. 

Mr. Collier and I found it somewhat difficult to 
remember the Indian names in the play, having 
had brief time to f amiliarize ourselves with them. 
The leading lady's part, played by Maud Oranger, 
was Nahmeokee, but much to the amusement of 
the lady and the indignation of Mr. McCuUough, 
we would insist on calling her Tapiokee. 

The tenure of Booth's Théâtre by Jarrett & 
Palmer was drawing to a close and f oUowing the 
McCuUough engagement several of the officers of 
the théâtre took benefits; notably Commodore 
Tooker, our popular acting manager. * ' The Lady 
of Lyons" was the bill. Miss Kose Ejrtinge, a 
splendid actress, played Pauline to the Claude 
Melnotte of Mr. Edwin Adams for the occasion. 

Edwin Adams had been a very popular actor 
for some years, particularly in ''Enoch Arden," 
a dramatisation of Tennyson's poem of that name. 
He gave a romantic and magnetic performance of 
Claude. He was quite ill at the time, and greatly 
to the regret of his many admirers, died shortly 
afterward. 

Another benefit was given for our stage man- 
ager, Léon J. Vincent, at which McCuUough ap- 
peared as Othello, and I as lago, with Maud 
Granger as Desdemona and Madame Ponisi as 
Emelia» 
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In the part of Othello, McGullough was at his 
best I liked him better in the part than Salvini, 
the great Italian actor. The latter gentleman may 
hâve been more true to the character of a Moor 
in his overmastering masculinity and tigerish 
ferocity, but McCuUough was more consistent to 
the character as drawn by Shakespeare. The sim- 
ple majesty of manhood in the earlier scenOi the 
deep sorrow of the thought of Desdemona's infi- 
delity and the pathetic passion of the distracted 
soûl that killed and yet loved the object of its sac- 
rifice seemed to me the realization of the poet's 
conception. 

Finally the night of my benefit came, May 30. 
With a generosity that was a characteristic, John 
McGullough volunteered his services. We gave 
John Banim's old play ''Damon and Pythias/' 
with McGullough as Damon and myself as Pjrthias. 
Following the play Miss Maud Granger and I gave 
the balcony scène from ''Komeo and Juliet," con- 
cluding.with Douglas Jerrold's drama, '^Black- 
eyed Susan," in which I played William, the Brit- 
ish sailor. 

It was a long and varied bill that proved very 
attractive. The house was crowded, and I quote 
with some pride an extract from the New Tork 
Herald of the following moming: ''The dashing 
young beneficiary must be a great favorite with 
the ladies, for they mustered in grand force, and 
their symathetic faces and spring bonnets made 
the parterre glow like a garden.'' 

The reviewer did not record an embarrassing 
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incident that occurred in '^Black-eyed Snsan/' 
My young son, aged six, was sitting in a box with 
his mother. In one ot the scènes I, in the char- 
acter of William, had to take Susan in my arms, 
and embrace her affectionately. Âpparently re- 
alizing the impropriety of this proceeding thei 
young rascal exclaimed in his shrill, cMldish 
treble, that was heard ail over the house: '^Oh, 
mamma, look at papa and the lady.'' The boy 
received a bigger round of applause for his speech 
than had been given during the evening. 

The lease and management of Booth's Théâtre 
terminated with my benefit performance. 

Shortly afterward, on May 14, the théâtre re- 
opened for a brief spring season under the man- 
agement of George Rignold, TiUotson and Brown. 
I was engaged as stage manager. 

We produced ^^Alone/' a little three-act domes- 
tic drama in which Mr. Rignold had been success- 
ful in London, with ^^Black-eyed Susan'' as an 
after pièce, in which Bignold played William and 
danced an old-fashioned sailor's hompipe, play- 
ing his own accompaniment on the violin. 

This accomplishment was quite a révélation to 
theatre-goers, but Rignold's expérience had been 
varied. In his youth he had traveled with his 
father's company in the small towns of the Eng- 
lish provinces and frequently had to act the lead- 
ing parts in the plays, and between the acts, play 
the violin in the orchestra, wearing a cloak to 
conceal the costume of his part. 

On May 17 the début of a distinguished amateur 
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was announced in the character of Juliet, in 
'^ Romeo and Julief She was a very beautiful 
woman, the granddaughter of a bishop, the wif e of 
a wealthy New York gentleman, and sister to a 
well-known naval ojQ&cer. Her name was Mrs. 
Harry Slaughter, but she appeared under her 
maiden name. Miss Marie Wainwright. Rignold 
rehearsed the part of Romeo with her, but at the 
last moment declined to play it, and I was substi- 
tuted; Mark Bâtes, the father of the présent popu- 
lar actress, Blanche Bâtes, being engaged for 
Mercutio. 

Miss Wainwright made an emphatic success as 
Juliet, so Rignold decided to play Romeo the sec- 
ond and succeeding performances and I was rele- 
gated to Mercutio. 

Miss Wainwright was a lady of culture and re- 
finement and the foUowing season played the 
French Princess in * 'Henry the Fifth,'' and ail of 
the leading f emale parts with Rignold on his tour 
of the country. Subsequently she was leading 
lady at the Boston Théâtre, and for several years 
supported Lawrence Barrett in his répertoire of 
classic plays. She then starred for several sea- 
sons with Louis James, and more recently played 
Truth in the symbolic play, **Everywoman.** 

After Miss Wainwright 's engagement we pro- 
duced ^'Âmos Clark," and on May 30, George 
Rignold took a farewell benefit and gave one of 
the most extraordinary and unique entertainments 
it was ever my fortune to witness or to take 
part in. 
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The play wàs '^Romeo and Juliet/' Bignold 
played Romeo. I was Mercutio, but the part of 
Juliet was played by seven différent ladies. Miss 
Neilson was to hâve appeared in the balcony scène, 
but excused herself at the last moment and, if I 
remember rightly, Miss Lily Eldridge was substi- 
tuted. The rest of the part was divided as fol- 
lows: 

The Nurse and Marriage scènes by Miss Ada 
Dyas; the Potion scène, Miss Fanny Davenport; 
the Banishment scène, Miss Maud Oranger; the 
Parting scène, Miss Marie Wainwright; the Mas- 
querade scène, Miss Grâce D'Urfrey; the Tomb 
scène, Miss Minnie Cummings. 
. The first problem that presented itself was the 
assignment of dressing rooms. Being the stage 
manager, that task fell to me. Do you realize it? 
Seven visiting, volunteer stars and only one star 
dressing room! Yet they were ail located satis- 
factorily without friction or discontent. Where 
was the alleged tempérament of the star and the 
leading lady? In those days it was ahnost an 
unknown quantity. 

Most of the names in the above cast were as f a- 
miliar to New York theatre-goers as their own. 
Years of f aithf ul service had made them favorites 
with the public and comrades in the profession. 
They came to the théâtre to play a part, to oblige 
a comrade and please the public, and the color of 
the wall paper or the style of the f umiture of their 
dressing-rooms did not affect their conception or 
performance of their part. 
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As Mercutio, I met Juliet but once, in the Mas- 
querade scène, so my task was easy, but Rignold 
as Romeo had to meet one lady at the bail, greet 
another on the balcony, marry a third in the 
Priory, take leave of a fourth, and find still an- 
other dead in the tomb of the Capulets. In the 
meantime a sixth lady bewailed his banishment 
and the seventh, driven to desperation, defied her 
parents and swallowed a sleeping potion in the 
hope of awaking and meeting him again. 

The physique and complexion of the ladies dif- 
f ered. I did not leam how Rignold felt about it, 
but it must hâve seemed strange to hâve wooed a 
petite brunette on the balcony, married a mature 
lady of dark complxion like Miss Âda Dyas, taken 
leave of a lithe beautiful blonde like Miss Wain- 
wright and find a buxom lady with chestnut curls 
in the tomb of her f amily. 

The occasion attracted an immense audience 
and the several ladies and handsome beneficiary 
were vigorously applauded, but— I quote from a 
review in the press the foUowing moming: **It 
was a fearful and wonderful performance." 

The Rignold-Tillotson management closed 
shortly after the above performance and I played 
no more at Booth's Théâtre. It was subsequently 
leased by Mr. Stetson of Boston, several big pro- 
ductions made, but in a few years the property 
was sold, and the magnificent théâtre that Edwin 
Booth had built to perpetuate the most honored 
name in the annals of the American stage, became 
an office building and a dry goods store. 
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The outer walls are still standing: in their archi- 
tectural beauty and dignity. Only a small bronze 
tablet on the Twenty-third street façade reminds 
old théâtre goers of the splendid institution that 
once flourished there, and of the indifférence of 
the people of New Tork to the efforts of that 
worthy gentleman and great actor who had 
founded it to provide a worthy home for the 
drama in the metropolis of his country. 

I had spent practically three years at the théâ- 
tre, established myself in the regard of New Tork 
play-goers there, and been associated with the his- 
torié dramatic events that had occurred on its 
boards, and the ignominious termination of its 
existence was a source of deep sorrow to me. 

The following season I was engaged by Mr. J. C. 
Duff, as leading man for the Broadway Théâtre, 
formerly known as Woods 's Théâtre. Mr. James 
Morrisey, quite a worthy rival of Commodore 
Tooker as a publicity agent, was the acting man- 
ager. 

Our season was to open on August 22 with Mr. 
and Mrs. McEee Rankin in a new play by Joaquin 
Miller, entitled ^'The Danites." I was cast for 
the part of a western gambler called '^The Par- 
son"; but I had never been in the extrême West, 
where the scène was laid, nor had I ever seen the 
type of character to be f ound in the mining camps 
of that far country, so after the reading of the 
play, I was relieved of the part and Louis Aldrich 
engaged to play it. He was most successful, lay- 
ing the f oundation of famé and fortune which he 
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subsequently achieved in a similar character in a 
play called ''My Partner" by Bartley CampbelL 

'^The Danites'' was quite a success and ran for 
several weeks in New York and for several years 
was the vehicle in which Mr. and Mrs. McEeeit 
Bankin toured the country with great success and 
substantial financial results. 

The regular season of the Broadway Théâtre 
opened on November 2 with a very strong dra- 
matic Company that included Miss Jeffreys Lewis 
as the leading lady, Miss Âda Gihnan as the sou- 
brette, Mr. James Taylor, Mr. Charles Leclerq and 
several other able and popular actors. 

Our first star was Mme. Janauschek, a very fine 
actress who spoke with a strong Oerman accent. 
She played ''Lady Dedlock's Secret," an adapta- 
tion from Dickens' novel, ''Bleak House/' in 
which she played two parts of striking contrast, 
Lady Dedlock, and Hortense, a French maid, with 
great effect. Another play in which she appeared 
was ^^Brunhilde," a dramatization of one of the 
Nibelungen legends. Next to the Meg Merrilies 
of Charlotte Cushman, it was one of the most 
realistic performances I ever saw. 

I played the part of Siegfried, a young warrior, 
who would not respond to the amorous advances 
of Brunhilde. In a very powerful scène with her, 
my cap fell off, and remained on the scène at its 
close. The stage manager instructed a super- 
numerary to go on and remove it. The youngi 
man, ambitions to be an actor, wàlked on, ex-; 
pressed surprise when he saw the cap» took it up, 
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and exclaimed: '^Ah! The nol^le Siegfried's cap, 
I will wear it/ ' put it on his head and walked off, 
much to the amusement of the audience and the 
indignation of the stage manager, who promptly 
suppressed the young man's aspirations. 
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First Visit to Galif omia. 

On November 26, Mr. Duff made quite an elabo- 
rate production of Shakespeare 's ' 'Anthony and 
Cleopatra," with Miss Rose Eytinge as the Egyp- 
tian Queen and myself as Antony. 

Miss Eytinge was a very fine actress and a very 
handsome woman. Her dark complexion and 
physical charms gave her an idéal appearance for 
the part of Cleopatra, and her splendid acting 
fully realized the **Glorious serpent of the Nile" 
that had captured the hearts of three of the great- 
est warriors of the world. 

During our run of ' 'Antony and Cleopatra'' Mr. 
Augustin Daly gave his annual benefit for the 
Catholic Orphan Asylum at the Academy of Music. 
Most of the actors in New York, including Miss 
Eytinge and myself, volunteered their services. 
Miss Ejrtinge was to give a recitation and I was 
to deliver Marc Antony's address over the body 
of Caesar. The bill was a long one, and we were 
to appear late in the evening. 

My costume for Marc Antony's address beîng 
the same that I had wom at the Broadway Théâtre 
I went to the Academy in a carriage fully dressed 
as the Roman orator, my dresser accompanying 

169 
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me and carrying my modem dothes in a suit case. 

I concluded the performance and proceeded ta 
change my Koman costume to modem dress, when 
I discovered to my horror that my dresser had 
failed to put my trousers in the suit case, and the 
only garment I had to cover my nether limbs was 
my underwear, or a pair of flesh colored tights. 

It was now past midnight and my friends were 
waiting for me to join them at a supper on thd 
stage. 

My dresser took a carriage back to the Broad- 
way Théâtre, f ourteen bloct^ away, and when he 
got there the stage door was locked, and the night 
watchman on his rounds. It was a long time be- 
f ore he retumed to his post, and when he did so, 
it took a still longer time to make him understand 
the circumstances and admit my man; nearly two 
hours passed bef ore I was relieved from my em- 
barrassing situation. In the meantime my friends 
were enjoying themselves on the stage, with con- 
sidérable nûrth at my expense while I sat alone in 
my dressing room in a combination costume, the 
upper part modem, the lower antique. 

I reached my home at about 3 a.m. with f eelings 
that can be better imagined than described. 

**Antony and Oleopatra** was followed by the 
engagement of the great French romantic actor 
Charles Fechter, who appeared in '^Monte 
Cristo,** **No Thoroughfare,'' **Ruy Blas** and 
'^Hamlet.^' 

In spite of Fechter's advanced years and obèse 
figure, he was an actor of great charm, and in eec- 
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tain characters unapproachable. He had ail the 

f délicate finesse of the French school, with a verve 

land dash in romantic parts that was simply cap- 

ttivating. He was an excellent swordsman, an ac- 

' complishment that gave grâce to his every move- 

ment. He acted from the tips of his fingers to 

his f eet, and his business in ail of his characters 

was most elaborate. 

In his hands the romance of Edmond Dantes, 
the Count of Monte Cristo, became a convincing 
reality. Obenreizer in ' ' No Thoroughf are ' ' lived, 
and Ruy Blas was the onhappy youth that ^^hid 
beneath a lackey's garb the passions of a king/' 
) Fechter's Hamlet was French in conception and 
portrayal. A man who yielded to intense griefi 
that aU his philosophical reflection could not 
soothe. It seemed in his performance that instead 
of ^Hhe native hue of resolution/' being ^^sicklied 
o'er with the pale cast of thought/' it was 
drowned in tears. 

In the final scène of the play, he awoke to action, 
his business of killing the king was most effective 
and his death scène tenderly pathetic. 

He wore a long blonde wig, and made up with a 
slight mustache and beard, a striking contrast to 
the raven locks and smooth face of Edwin Booth 
in the same character. 

This engagement was Fechter's last appearance 
in New Tork. Even at that time he was a very 
sick man and was only able to get through hà 
parts with the aid of stimulants. He died the f ol- 
lowing year. He was a great romantic actor, and 
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brought to the Americaii stage a consummate art 
Ubat left its impress, and served as a model of| 
delicacy and finesse ta oor yonng actors whose 
methods were f ounded on broader Unes, bnt with 
lesser détail in dramatic impersonation. 

Our next visitor was an English actor wha had 
spent some years and achieved quite a success in 
Australia, Mr. Alfred Dampier. He was accom- 
panied by his two young daughters. They ap- 
peared in a humorous adaptation of a book that 
had been very popular called ''Helen's Babies.'' 
The play was amusing bnt of little dramatic vaine. 

Snbseqnently Mr. Dampier appeared in the dnal 
rôles of Lesnrges and Dnbosc, in ^'The Lyons 
Mail/' a French melodrama that Henry Irving 
had recently revived in London, bnt neither the 
play or the actor made any great impression. 

Possibly the most important production of Mr. 
Dnff's season was ''The Exiles/' a Russian melo- 
drama that had made a great success in Paris and 
London. Gontroversy in the courts as to Mr. 
Duff's right to produce the play had given it a 
splendid advertisement, the management had 
taken every advantage of the opportunity for pub- 
licity, and its advent was anticipated with great 
interest. 

George Fawcett Rowe had made our version of 
the play; elaborate scenery had been prepared and 
the long list of characters were represented by a 
very strong cast that included: Milnes Levick, as 
Schelm, Ghief of Police; Alfred Dampier, as Count 
Lanine; F. B. Warde, as Muller of Mullerhausen; 
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Robert Brower, as the Czar of Russia; Miss Jef- 
freys Lewis, as the Countess Lanine; Miss Emily 
Rigl, as her sister, in addition to Mr. Charles Le- 
clerq, Mr. B. T. Ringold, W. J. Coggswell, Miss 
Minnie Cummings, Miss Alice Grey and Ada 6il- 
man. 

<<The Exiles'' was a melodrama pure and sim- 
ple, but it possessed the very necessary quality of 
sympathetic human interest and in conséquence 
was a substantial success. 

I note that I hâve failed to record above some 
very important characters in the play— two rein- 
deer and six dogs, that were used to draw the sleds 
in one of the snow scènes. 

The dogs acted very well, but I can't say as 
much for the reindeer; in fact, one of them nearly 
brought the play to an abrupt conclusion, and al- 
most stampeded the audience on the flrst sight. 

Instead of following the trail of the dogs, the 
animal, frightened by the glare of the footlights, 
broke from his hamess and leaped clear over the 
head of the leader of the orchestra into the center 
aisle of the théâtre, and started for the doors. 

Fortunately some of his hamess remained on 
him and he was captured before any great harm 
had been done, other than to scare the members 
of the orchestra almost out of their wits and give 
the audience a sensation not anticipated by the 
management. Later the same reindeer became 
more tractable and really acted with reassuring 
docility. 

<<The Exiles'' ran successfully for several 
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weeks, and closed oor dramatic season at the 
Broadway, after which we took the play to St. 
Louis and Chicago, where it repeated its New 
York success. 

On my retum to the city, I was offered the part 
of Henry Beauclerc in **Diplomacy/' by T. Henry 
French and H. J. Montagne, who were to take the 
play to the Calif omia Théâtre, San Francisco^ for 
a four weeks' engagement, and to play in Chicago 
on our retum trip. Eagerly I accepted the propo- 
sition. 

''Diplomacy'' was an English adaptation of a 
French play by Sardou called ''Dora." It had 
been a great success in Paris, in London and in 
New York, where it had a long run at Wallack's 
Théâtre, Lester Wallack plajring the part for 
which I was now engaged. 

The Company with whom I was to be associated 
was a delightful one and included Miss Jeffreys 
Lewis, Miss Maud Oranger, Mr. H. J. Montagne, 
Mr. John Carroll and Mr. J. W. Shannon, ail ex- 
perienced actors and old friends. 

We went directly from New York to San Fran- 
cisco, then a joumey of seven dajrs. 

What a charming trip it was across the great 
continent of America. I had never been west of 
the Missouri River and everything was new and 
of the greatest interest to me. There were no 
dining cars. We stopped at meal stations which 
relieved the monotony of travel and in the intérim 
studied and rehearsed our parts. 

Âfter we reached Omaha, a new world seemed 
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to open bef ore me— the broad prairies of Nebraska 
gradually rising till we reached the crest of the 
RocMes, then the descent on the western slope 
through Echo and Ogden canyons to the Great 
Sait Lake, across the great American Désert to 
the Sierra Nevadas— up again and across those 
majestic mountains nntil we descended into the 
Sacramento Valley with its flowers and fruit to 
the great western metropolis on the shores of the 
Pacific Océan. 

I saw the American Indian in their almost prim- 
itive condition, squatting in the shade of the 
f reight sheds, their tepees clustered in the distance 
or riding on the steps of the cars, as they were 
then permitted to do. The bnffalo had practically 
disappeared, but in Nebraska we saw several hercUs 
of antelope in the near-by hiUs, and in the eveningi 
it was not unusual to see wolves and coyotes slink- 
ing away in the gloaming. 

It was a wonderful joumey tiiat wonld take a 
far abler pen than mine to describe and a volume 
to encompass. 

At Sacramento the train as met by représenta- 
tives of the press who took the names, the business 
and places of résidence of the overland passengers 
and Wired them to the San Francisco papers. 

In our case we were met there by Mr. Barton 
Hill, and some f riends, who loaded us with flowers 
ànd fruits, and gave us the first suggestion of the 
greeting and welcome we were to receive on our 
arrivai at our destination. 

Then came the final stage of our joumey. The 
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trip f rom Oakland on those wonderf ul ferry boats. 
Tjâid great bay of San ^Francisco and our firsti 
glimpse of the city. The glorious welcome, which 
snrpassed anything I hâve ever experienced in its 
warmth and cordiality, and then the splendid 
Palace Hôtel, se worthy of its name. It was ail 
so wonderful it seemed more like a dream from 
the Ârabian Nights than an aetual reality. 

We opened at the grand old Calif omia Théâtre 
on Bush Street to an audience that tested its capac- 
ity. The full cast of fhe play was as follows: 

Julian Beauclerc, Mr. H. J. Montagne; Henry 
Beauclerc, Mr. F. B. Warde; Count Orloff, Mr. 
John CarroU; Baron Stein, Mr. J. W. Shan- 
non; Algie Fairfax, Mr. Nick Long; Mark- 
ham, Mr. John Wilson; Dora, Miss Maud 
Oranger; Gountess Zicka, Miss Jeffreys Lewis; 
Marquise de Rio Zares, Miss Emily Mestayer; 
Lady Henry Fairfax, Sliss Hattie Roch; Mion, 
Miss Jennie Âmot. 

^'Diplomacy" was an instantaneous success and 
played to splendid business for nearly four weeks. 
We were ail very happy, receiving compliments 
and courtesies on ail sides. 

The critics gave us lavish praise, notably Peter 
Robinson of the Chronicle, George Bames of the 
Call, and George Dinsmore of the Bulletin, who 
claimed /'Diplomacy" to be ''a perfect play of 
its kind" and of the acting, he said, ^'It was fine 
artallthrough.'' 

Tony Pastor's variety company from New York 
was playing at the Bush street Théâtre at the same 
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time and on Wednesday aftemoons Mr. Montagne, 
myself and sometimes the ladies would occnpy a 
box and enjoy the splendid entertainment pro- 
vided by the Eemell brothers, Johnny Wild, Prim- 
rose and West, the Fontainbleu sisters, Eitty 
O'Neil, Frank Girard, the Irvin sisters and that 
fine coterie of f nn makers Mr. Pastor used to take 
across the continent every summer. I think they 
enjoyed onr présence there as much as we appre- 
ciated their clean and wholesome comedy. 

Of course Mr. Montagne, Shannon Carroll and 
myself enjoyed the hospitality of the world famous 
Bohemian Club, of which I am proud to be a lif e 
member. What a splendid set of whole-souled 
clever men they were. How gênerons they were 
to ability, how keen to pierce the bnbble of prê- 
teuse. Their club rooims were over a fish market 
then— now they hâve a palace on the hill, but the 
same spirit of good fellowship is there. Worth 
and Wit are welcome, but wealth is no claim to 
récognition. 

In the beginning of the f ourth week. Montagne 
developed a cold but paid no serions attention to 
it. 'Taise Shame,'' a comedy by Marshall, was 
to be substituted on the Friday night which was 
announced as Mr. Montagne 's beneflt. He re- 
hearsed daily and began the performance of his 
part. Lord Chilton, with no indication of iUness, 
but had scarcely spoken a dozen words, when he 
stepped forward and said: ''Ladies and gentle- 
men, I am not well ; excuse me. ' ' The curtain f ell, 
poor Montagne was assisted to his dressing-room. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



168 7IFTT 7EARS OF MAEE-BEUEVE 

where he was seized with a hemorrhage of the 
longs. He was subsequently taken to the hôtel 
nnder the care of a physician. 

The audience was a large one, and the manage- 
ment was anxious that they should not be de- 
prived of a performance— so I undertook to play 
the part of Lord Chilton (having previously 
played it in New York) and Mr. Barton Hill read 
the part I was to hâve played, Captain Bragleigh, 
f rom the manuscript, and to quote the press of the 
following moming, ''the strange, flckle, capricious 
audience positively enjoyed the performance, and 
went home well satisfled.'' 

Late that night the physicians reported Monta- 
gne to be recovering, giving us ail great encour- 
agement. 

For the matinée and night of Saturday, we sub- 
stituted makeshift performances of scènes from 
varions plays and closed our engagement; in the 
meantime Mr. Montague's condition appeared to 
improve. 

We were scheduled to leave San Francisco on 
Monday for the East, so on Sunday I went across 
the bay to Sausalito to spend a portion of the day 
with some friends, retuming to the city late in 
the aftemoon, having a dinner engagement for 
the evening. 

I went to Montagne 's room and found him 
greatly improved and in fine spirits. He urged 
me to stay and dine with Mr. Carroll, Miss Granger 
and himself. I pleaded my engagement with a 
mutual f riend at the club, but he was so insistent 
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in urging me to pass our last evening in San Fran- 
cisco together that I sent a note of apology to our 
friend and remained. 

Our dinner was served in his sitting-room, and 
we were enjoying a very happy time when Gten. 
Barton and Barton Hill, the managers of the Cali- 
fomia Théâtre, came in, and together with Mr. 
Montagne went into his adjoining bedroom to set- 
tle some business matters connected with our en- 
gagement. 

In a few minutes Barton Hill came to the door 
and cried, '^Send for Dr. O'Toole, Montagne has 
another hemorrhage.'' I seized my hat, ran to 
the elevator, descended to the court, took a cab 
and hurried to Dr. O'Toole's office. He was not 
there. I went to his house and his club but could 
not find him, then I retumed to the hôtel and to 
Montagne 's room. He was lying on the bed, our 
f riends and a résident physician of the hôtel stand- 
ing around him. 

I went to his side, raised his head to my shoulder 
and called him by name. The physician said '^It 
is useless, Mr. Warde, he is gone." It was true. 
He gave a half sigh, and poor Harry Montagne 
was dead on my breast. 

Instead of leaving the next day, we held funeral 
services over the body of our dead comrade and 
friend. How kind and considerate everyone was. 
Grief at his death was gênerai, and many ladies 
and gentlemen of social and professional promis 
nence attended the services. The room was a per- 
fect bower of flowers. Miss Sharon, daughter of 
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the Senator, who af terward became Lady Hesketh, 
arranged the blossoms and gentle sympathetic 
friends attended ta the détails. The Episcopal 
service was rendered, the last look taken at the 
still quiet face and tears fell freely as the casket 
closed. 

Montagne had never married. Many women 
had admired and some had loved him. Of his Per- 
sonal affairs I knew little, but I f ound among his 
effects a carte de visite of an English lady, an ac- 
tress, with an inscription on the back that led me 
to believe he had loved her, and I placed it on his 
breast when the body was dressed for burial. 

The f ollowing day the same company that had 
arrived so happily flve weeks bef ore started on the 
homeward joumey— one of the company only a 
memory, the rest oppressed with sorrow. 

Time, like sleep, is the ^'balm of hurt minds" 
and has softened the sadness of those days and 
left only the remembrance of the gênerons wel- 
come, the great big broad hospitality and sympa- 
thetic kindness of the people who hâve made that 
great empire of the West— a land flowing with 
milk and honey, blossoming like the rose, with a 
pasf that can boast of courage, endurance and en- 
terprise that like Caesar— came, saw and over- 
came, and a future so bright, that the strongest 
eyes are dazzled by the vision. 

My wanderings hâve brought me to the Golden 
West many times since my flrst visit recorded 
above, each visit strengthening old friendships, 
gaining new ones, and increasing my esteem and 
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affection for the people who hâve ever been so 
indulgent toward my f aults, and gênerons in their 
substantial appréciation of such ability as I am 
fortunate enough to possess. 
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CHÂPTER XIV. 
The Warde-Barrymore Diplomacy Company. 

On reaching Chicago on our retum joumey, Miss 
Oranger, Mr. Shannon and Mr. Carroll decided to 
accompany Mr. Montagne 's body to New York. 
Miss Jeffreys Lewis had remained in Calif omia. 

Having paid ail the respect and given ail that 
esteem and affection could give to the dead, I 
f elt it my duty to f ulfiU my obligations to the Ùv- 
ing; so I remained in Chicago, rehearsed, and 
after a week's postponement produced ' 'Diplo- 
macy" at McVicker's Théâtre. 

I played Henry Beauclerc as before, Maurice 
Banymore was engaged for Julian, and the other 
parts were cast to the members of the stock Com- 
pany of the théâtre as follows: 

Dora Miss Meroé Charles 

Countess Zicka Miss AfSe Weaver 

Lady Henry Fairfax Miss Alice Hastings 

Marquise Mrs. Carne Jamieson 

Baron Stein Mr. Harry Pearson 

Count Orloff Mr. Edwards 

Algie Fairfax Mr. Roland Beed 

The play ran two weeks to capital business, but 
Mr. T. Henry French, Montague's surviving part- 
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ner, decided not to continue the tour. Barrymore 
and myself entered into partnership under the 
name of Warde and BanTmore and bought the 
rights of the play for the United States and Can- 
ada. 

Without loss of time we made our plans» en- 
gaged our business staff and selected the company. 
Two Italian artists of great ability, Signor and 
Madame Majeroni, who had not been as success- 
f ul in this country as they deserved, were in Chi- 
cago andi f ortunately for us, at liberty» so we en- 
gaged them for the parts of Count Orloff and the 
Countess Zicka. 

Our fuU cast was as follows: 

Julian Beauclerc Iffaurice Barrymore 

Henry Beauclerc. P. B. Warde 

Baron Stein H. Bées Davies 

Count Orloff Signor Majeroni 

Algie Fairfax John Drew 

Markham Herbert Âyling 

Dora Oeorgie Drew Barrymore 

Countess Zicka Madame Majeroni 

Lady Henry Fairfax Miss Annie Edmondson 

Marquise de Rio Zares Mrs. E. F. Baker 

Mr. Ed. Zimmerman was our agent in advance 
and Mr. Phil Simmonds our business manager. 

The company was an excellent one and gave a 
splendid performance of the play, but the title, 
''Diplomacy/' conveyed little meaning to the 
country at large at that time (1878). Neither 
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Barrymore nor myself were known as ''stars/* 
and in spite of the fact that our performance 
greatly pleased our audiences and received the 
warmest expressions of praise from the press, our 
business was not financially satisf actory. 

On reaching Washington, D. C, Mr. Barrymore 
anS I diff ered as to our future policy. He desired 
to go South and West, I to the North and East. 
We decided to separate and form two companies, 
which were cast as follows: 

* Northern company Southern compaay 

Julian Beauclerc F. B. Warde. .Iffaurice Barrymore 

Henry Beauclerc. .Henry Dalton. . 

Baron Stein Oeo. Jordan. .H. Bées Davies 

Count Orloff.. ., Harry Lacey. . 

Algie Fairfax Herbert Âyliug. . 

Dora Annie Edmondson. .Joséphine Baker 

Countess Zicka.Oabrielle du Sauld. .Ellen Cummins 

Marquise .Garrie Jamieson. .Mrs. K F. Baker 

Lady Fairfax Adélaïde Chérie. . 



My company f oUowed the route laid out for us 
with moderato success without any spécial inci- 
dents of interest, but Banymore's company met 
with a terrible tragedy that resulted in the violent 
death of Mr. Ben Porter, the serions wounding of 
Barrymore and the breaking up of the company. 

It was at Marshall, Texas. The company had 
played at the Opéra House there and were waiting 
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for the north bound Texas and Pacific train that 
was to leave some time after midnight and take 
them to Texarkana. 

Mr. Barrymore, Mr. Porter and Miss Cummins 
were seated at the lunch counter having some sup- 
per. The counter, backed by a long mirror, ran 
the entire length of the room, which was also used 
as a bar divided only by a standing screen. One 
man was serving both bar and lunch counter, and 
the patrons of each department were visible to the 
other by means of the mirror. 

An employée of the railroad named Jim Currie, 
was lounging at the bar, somewhat the worse for 
liquor. He made several offensive remarks di- 
rected at Miss Cummins. The bartender en- 
deavored to quiet him, explaining who the people 
were. Currie refused to be quieted, and coming 
round the screen made another insulting remark 
directly to them. Ât this Banymore protested, 
asserting that they were passengers waiting for 
their train, taking refreshment in a place provided 
by the railroad company for that purpose and they 
desired to do so unmolested. 

Currie sneeringly said, **Will you take it up?'* 
Barrymore replied: ''I can't, l'm unarmed.*' 
Currie said, ''So am I.** **What, haven't you got 
a pistol on you?" asked Barrymore. *'No,'* re- 
plied Currie. ''Well, l'il stand up for a woman, 
anjrway,'' said Barrymore, and started to take off 
his overcoat. Currie immediately drew a revolver 
and fired. 

The bail entered Barrymore 's arm above the el- 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



176 FIFTT YEÂBS OF MÂEE-BELIEVE 

bqWf gbmced upwards and shattered his shoulder 
blade. Porter stepped forward, protesting, ^'We 
don't want any trouble of this kînd/' when Currie 
lowered his gun and shot Porter through the body. 
Porter was carried to the waiting room and died 
in about twenty minutes, the bail f alling from his 
back as he was being undressed. 

It was a cold-blooded, cowardly murder, and 
the press and the people of Texas expressed their 
horror and indignation most emphatically. 

The good people of Marshall were unremitting 
in their attentions to Barrymore, who for some 
six weeks, while recovering from his wound was 
the guest of R. W. Thompson, Jr.; the station 
agent of the Texas and Pacific Railroad. Mr. 
Thompson and his charming wif e tended their pa- 
tient with affectionate solicitude and Barrymore's 
rapid recovery from his wound was in a large 
measure due to thenu 

Dick Thompson subsequently became a very 
warm friend of mine, and in spite of the f act that 
hd is now some years past three score and ten^ 
he is still the agent of the railroad at Marshall. 

Jim Currie was tried and convicted of murder 
in the flrst degree. On a légal technicality he was 
granted a new trial, with the same resuit. He 
managed through influence to get a third trial, 
and was then acquitted on the ground of insanity. 

At the conclusion of the third trial, Banymore 
remarked to the judge: ''This reminds me of our 
performances in England.'' ''How so?" inquired 
the gentleman. ''We commence with a tragedy 
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and end with a farce," replied Barrymore. The 
able jurist made no reply. ' 

It was reported some time af terward that Cur- 
rie had been killed in a brawl in a western mlning 
camp. 

Af ter the tragedy in Texas, I combined the corn- 
panies and reopened at Louisville, Ey., Barrymore 
joining us after his recovery. We continued the 
tour and closed our season at the Arch Street Thé- 
âtre in Philadelphia. 

''Diplomacy" was a great play, but somewhat 
in advance of the time for gênerai audiences who 
were not conversant with European methods of 
life and diplomatie usage. Its revival some two 
or three years ago, when the voice and influence 
of the United States of America was a greater 
factor in the destiny of the world, was more 
timely and, as a conséquence, more successful. 

Maurice Barrymore, whose family name was 
Herbert Blythe, was a most charming and attrac- 
tive actor, well bred and well read. He had a 
keen and ready wit and considérable literary abil- 
ity. He had the courage of his convictions and 
the mental and physical ability to maintain them. 
His subséquent career was brûliant and only ter- 
minated with his prématuré démise. 
^ Two sons, John and Lionel, .and one daughter, 
Ethel Barrymore, hâve not only inherited their 
father's ability, but hâve exceeded the hopes of 
their warmest admirers and few actors stand 
higher in the esteem and affection of playgoers of 
the présent day. 
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Prior to onr ^^Dipolmacy'' tour, a mutual friend 
had given me a letter of introduction to Henry 
Watterson, the distingnished éditer of The Conr- 
ior-Joumal of Louisville, Eentucky. 

On reaching that city I presented my letter, was 
most cordially received and Mrs. Warde and my- 
self were invited to take dinner at the familyj 
home. 

It was one of the flrst Southern homes I had 
visited and a révélation to me of a beautif ul phase 
of social and domestic life in that section of the 
United States. 

Captain Watterson, father of ^'Marse'' Henry, 
was in dress, carriage and punctilious courtesy ^'a 
gentleman of the old schooL'' 

Standing straight as an arrow, he wore a light 
blue body coat with gilt buttons, a buff waistcoat, 
nankeen trousers, very tight with stirrup straps 
under highly polished boots, a frilled shirt front 
and a white neck cloth. With a head surmounted 
with a mass of snow white hair he looked like 
some old nobleman who might hâve lived in the 
baronial homes of England or the historic châ- 
teaux of France a hundred years ago. 

Mrs. Watterson made a fit companion picture 
to her husband. Old lace framed a face of déli- 
cate refinement, beautiful in its gentle sweetness 
and radiant with happy pride in her distingnished 
son and gallant husband. 

A colored butler, a sombre counterpart of his 
master, formally announced: ^'Dinner is served.'' 
Captain Watterson with polished courtesy es- 
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corted Mrs. Warde, a very modem young matron, 
to the table. I f oUowed with Mrs. Watterson and 
*'Marse" Henry, like the well bred young gentle- 
man he was, walked behind. 

This was some years ago. 

I meet Colonel Henry Watterson now, at re- 
gretably long intervais. In our maturity we talk 
of old times and old friends. As we talk, the pic- 
ture of that old home in Louisville, the figures of 
that sweet old lady and gallant gentleman in their 
beautif ul domestic lif e and their distinguished son 
in his young manhood rises to my mind and I find 
it difficult to realize the years that hâve passed. 
Then I marvel at the currents of f ate that divert 
and separate the paths of men, only to reunite 
them in reminiscent memories. 

What slight incidents to divert the currents of 
our lives. For twelve years I had played in al- 
most every form of dramatic entertainment. I 
had supported practically ail of the distinguished 
actors of the English speaking stage, in comedy, 
tragedy, modem drama axfd burlesque. I had sà- 
temated great tragic parts with Edwin Booth and 
I had recently played a great modem part Henry 
Beauclerc in '^Diplomacy" with success. Which 
walk of the drama should I f oUow? My ambition 
and inclination f avored the tragic drama. Finan- 
cial advantage seemed to attach to modem plays. 
I was in doubt, when a chance meeting in the^ 
Street decided the matter. 

Walking on Broadway, New York, with a f riend, 
we met and I was introduced to Captain Wnt M. 
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Conner, manager of John McCullough. After our 
greetings, Capt. Conner asked me what my plans 
were for the ensning season. I replied I had none. 
He then asked me if I wonid like to travel with 
and be f eatnred as the leading support to Mr. 
McCullough. 

The proposition was attractive to me. I had 
already played with him in the greater part of 
his répertoire and the new parts were most con- 
genial, so after slight negotiations and discussion, 
the engagement was made. 

The Company assembled, and our season began 
at Hamilton, Canada, early in September. 

It was a most excellent company of actors, well 
adapted by ability and expérience for Mr. McCul- 
lough's extensive répertoire, and included; Mr. 
Edmund E. Collier, Mr. John A. Lane, Mr. H. A. 
Langdon, Mr. John Sutton, Mr. Harry Barton and 
several others. Miss Emma Stockman was our 
leading lady, Mrs. Augusta Foster played the 
heavy parts and Miss Mittens WiUett was the util- 
ity lady. 

Mr. McCullough was extremely popular with 
the company, cordial to the principals and kind 
and considerate to the younger members, who sup- 
ported him loyally, giving most effective perfor- 
mances and working together in perf ect harmony. 

John McCullough was born in Colraine, in the 
north of Ireland, and came to the United States 
at an early âge with his parents, who settled in 
Philadelphia. The first employment young Mc- 
Cullough obtained was in the Philadelphia gas 
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Works, where he was a helper to Mike Moran, the 
xiight attendant to the fumaces. 

Mike Moran was a great admirer of Shakes- 
peare, and particularly prided himself on his de- 
livery of Marc Antony's address over the dead 
body of Caesar. McCuUough told me his first 
knowledge of Shakespeare and the drama was 
gained f rom Moran, who nsed to compel him to lie 
down on the ground and impersonate the dead 
Caesar while Moran delivered Antony's speech 
standing over him, and addressing the open doors 
of thé fumaces. 

Mike Moran subsequently moved to the west and 
prospered. The last time I met him was a few 
years ago at Joliet, Ills., where he was an alder- 
man of the city. 

Âfter McCullough's expérience at the gas works, 
he was apprenticed to a chairmaker in Philadel- 
phia, joined an amateur dramatic company, the 
Wheatley Dramatic Association, I think it was 
called, and finally obtained an engagement at the 
old Wahiut Street Théâtre. 

There his dramatic ability found opportunity 
and he rose to the position of leading man. Ed- 
win Forrest, playing a starring engagement at the 
Wahiut, was attracted by his appearance and abil- 
ity and engaged him to travel as his leading sup- 
port, which he did until that great tragedian re- 
tired f rom the stage. 

Thèse f acts were related to me by Mr. McCul- 
lough, together with many anecdotes and detailed 
descriptions of the personality, charactéristics and 
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methods of Bflr. Forrest, until I seem to hâve seen 
and known the great actor himself . McCullough 
(had the greatest esteem and révérence for thet 
memory of Mr. Forrest, and modelled ail of his 
performances on the conceptions and methods of 
his distinguished preceptor, and with characteris- 
tic candor admitted the f act. 

I know of no actor who enjoyed a greater popu- 
larity than John McCuUough. He was the guest 
of the principal clubs in the varions cities we vis- 
ited, and was socially entertained in the homes of 
many of the most distinguished men in the coun- 
try. 

I am indebted to John McCullough for the privi- 
lège of many friendships that I enjoy to this day 
by his generosity in presenting me to his many dis- 
tinguished admirers and friends. 

I recall especially the Union League Club of 
Cleveland, Ohio, and the coterie of prominent and 
influential men that we met there, which included 
William McEinley, Mark Hanna, later Senator, 
William Edwards^ father of General Clarence 
Edwards, Mr. John Tod, Mr. Gordon and many 
others who subsequently achieved national dis- 
tinction. 

In Chicago, Cincinnati, Washington and Balti- 
more Mr. McCullough enjoyed the same popular- 
ity as in Cleveland, and if I did not share his 
honors I certainly enjoyed the pleasure of the at- 
tentions that were shown him. 

McCullough usually played Bichard m on Sat- 
urday nights. It was the closing performance of 
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our engagement in Washington, D. C. General 
William T. Sherman and a party occupied the 
stage box. The General f oUowed the performance 
with the interest of a boy at the circus. During 
the concluding combat between McCullough and 
myself he rose from his seat and standing in the 
front of the box, applauded as if it were a fight for 
life instead of a prearranged stage combat. Mc- 
Cullough was excited and as we reached the final 
strokes called on me to begin the fight again. I 
did so, and we continued with renewed energy 
until McCullough was exhausted and gave me the 
eue to disarm and '^kill" him. 

The curtain fell. McCullough had risen. We 
were both bathed in perspiration and breathing 
heavily, when the General came excitedly on the 
stage, placed his arms round our necks, holding 
us on either side and said:— ''Boys, that was 
grand! If I had an army of soldiers like you l'd 
fight the worldr* 

At St. Louis, Mr. McCullough was very popu- 
lar. The old Olympic Théâtre was crowded at 
every performance. 

i John Cockerill, éditer of the St. Louis Post- 
Dispatch, and Mr. McCulloch of the Globe-Demo- 
crat were great f riends and admirers of John Mc- 
Cullough and extended their appréciation to me. 
! Miss Emma Stockman, who was the wif e of John 
iW. Norton, the manager of the Grand Openu 
House in St. Louis, left us in that city, her place 
being taken by Miss Eate Forsjrth, a beautif ul wo- 
man and a charming actress, who played hex 
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répertoire of parts with great distinction and abil- 
ity. 

Âfter visiting the northem and central cities 
we went south. The same cordial greeting await- 
ed McCuUough there. I had covered that part of 
the country with Mr. Booth, and it was a great 
pleasure and satisfaction to me to retum with Mr. 
McCullough and find that I was not f orgotten. 

At Memphis, Tenn., we played a full week, prac- 
tically under the auspices of the Chickashaw 
Ouards, a military organization composed of the 
prominent young men of the city, and commanded 
by a splendid soldier and disciplinarian, Captain 
Sam Cames, whose skill and ability had raised the 
Company to the position of the finest military or- 
ganization of the south. 

Mr. McCullough had contributed liberally to 
the relief of the sufferers by the yellow f ever épi- 
démie in Memphis some years before, and pre- 
sented a silken National flag to the ''Chicks," as 
the organization was familiarly called, and the 
citizens and soldier boys showed their apprécia- 
tion by lavish entertainment during our stay, the 
military officers and substantial business men of 
the city entertaining Mr. McCullough and the 
rank and file taking charge of the company. 

I date many sincère f riendships f rom that very 
happy week with the Chickashaw boys in Mem- 
phis. 

From Memphis to Nashville. Another delight- 
ful week at the old Masonic Théâtre, where a 
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splendid welcome and generous hospitality 
greeted us. 

A visit to General Harding at the celebrated 
Belle Mead breeding f arm, the home of Great Tom 
and Enquirer, sires of so many kings and queens 
of the turf was one of the f eatures of our entertain^ 
ment. 

Then to Montgomery and Mobile. Birming- 
ham, the great industrial city of the south was yet 
in its inf ancy and had no hall or théâtre adéquate 
to our needs; but in both Montgomery and Mobile 
there were fine old théâtres rich in dramatic his- 
tory and tradition, and I am happy to say they 
still retained the good old-fashioned name of 'thé- 
âtre" and were not disguised as ^'Opera Houses/' 
or ' 'Académies of Music. ' ' 

Two interesting and contrasting personalities in 
Mobile were T. C. DeLeon, manager of the Mobile 
Théâtre and Father Byan, known and beloved as 
the Poet-Priest of the South and as author of * 'The 
Bonnie Blue Flag." DeLeon, keenly intellectual, 
with the suavity and polish of the French Créole; 
Father Byan, the sesthetic, with long black hair 
and careless attire, leamed and profound. 

From Mobile to New Orléans, playing â week at 
the old Academy of Music on St. Charles Street, 
under the management of David Bidwell. 

A clause in our contract compelled us to keep 
the curtain down not less than five minutes be- 
tween each act, the reason being that Mr. Bidwell 
owned the saloon in the front of the théâtre and 
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the interval enabled those in the audience who de- 
sired to obtain liquid refreshment. 

It was at that time the custom in New Orléans to 
begin the matinée performance at twelve o'clock 
noon. We f ound this custom very agreeable as it 
gave us quite a long rest bef ore the night perform- 
ance. 

It was Mardi Gras week, the hôtels were 
crowded and we had much difficulty in obtaining 
accommodations. Many of the rooms in private 
houses were preempted, but I managed to find 
lodgings with a Créole f amUy in an old f ashioned 
French house. 

My room was very large with a high ceiling and 
Windows opening to the floor. It had a large 
chandelier loaded with cr3rstals, marble topped 
fumiture and a huge four-post bedstead. About 
seven o'clock in the moming I was awakened by a 
knock at my door. I called out, **Who's there?'* 
A strange voice replied: **It's me, honey.'* I 
answered, ''AU right, I don't want to get up yef 
*'I'se brought yoah coffee, honey/' retumed the 
voice. I opened the door and there stood an old 
negro mammy with a red bandana kerchief tied 
over her head, carrying a tray with several cups of 
black coffèe and some small pièces of toast. I said: 
*'I don't want my breakfast yef '*This ain't 
yoah breakfast, honey," she replied, as she came 
right into the room, in spite of my night attire, 
''this is yoah momin' coffee. Breakfast won't be 
served tiU ten o'clock. 60 back to yoah bed 
again." I took a cup of coffee and a pièce of 
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toast, the mammy retired, so did I, back to bed 
again. 

It was my first expérience of Créole methods of 
living and I enjoyed it during the remainder of 
my stay there. 

The wonderful processions of the Enights of 
Momus and other Camival Societies were magnifi- 
cent exhibitions of symbolic pageantry, and 
Madame Bègue 's breakfasts, and the daily visits 
to the old Absinthe house were interesting inci- 
dents of my first sojoum in the queen city of the 
gulf. 
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The First of Many Visits to Texas. 

Trom New Orléans we went to Texas. The rail- 
road to Houston had not been completed so we 
went from Morgan Oity to Galveston by steam- 
ship. 

It was my first visit to the Lone Star State. I 
had heard and read much of the wildness of the 
lif e there, but I f ound in the principal cities beau- 
tiful homes of cultured people fuU of hospitality, 
enterprising and progressive business men, sub- 
stantial blocks of buildings, fine churches and 
schools and an abiding faith in the future of their 
State that time hasi fuUy justified. 

In the smaller towns there were some primitive 
conditions; but that was to be expected in a com- 
paratively newly settled part of the country where 
adventurers had come from ail parts of the world, 
where distances were great and even necessities 
difficult to obtain. 

The théâtres were not elaborate; in fact, many 
of them were simply halls, with wooden backed 
benches and very little scenery; but they served 
the purpose and our audiences came to see the act- 
ing of the plays and were not influenced by the en- 
vironment. 

188 
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In Galveston we found the Tremont Théâtre 
very well equipped; but in Dallas we played in a 
long room over a newly built store on the main< 
Street. It was approached by a steep stairway on 
the side. Two drygoods cases had been impro- 
vised on the curb for a box office, and there Jake 
Moniger, a humpbacked billposter, sold the tick- 
ets. 

Jake Moniger was a privileged character. If 
anyone demurred at the location of his seat, Jake 
would assail them with a volume of prof anity that 
would do crédit to a Missouri mule-skinner or the 
mate of a Mississippi steamboat. Jake's eccen- 
tricities were well known and the people only 
laughed at his vocal explosions that would hâve 
cost another man his life. 

There were no dressing rooms in the Opéra 
House. We dressed in our rooms in the Windsor 
Hôtel, crossed on a diagonal covered bridge to the 
Exchange Hôtel on the opposite side of the street 
in the rear, entered a back room, climbed out of a 
window, crossed a roof and entered the Opéra 
House by another window that opened on the back 
of the stage. When a change of dress was neces- 
sary we had to make a retum round trip by the 
same route, passing through a double line of col- 
ored chambermaids, negro porters and bell-boys, 
whose characteristic laughter and comments on 
our appearance and costume were, to say the least, 
embarrassing. 

The play was ''Richelieu,'' and Jake Moniger's 
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pictnresque prof anity punctuated Bulwer Lytton's 
dramtic poetry, at fréquent intervais. 

One of the most interesting cities in Texas was 
San Antonio. It was then half American and half 
Mexican, many of the houses bnilt of adobe. The 
San Antonio river, with its clear crystal water 
winding through the town between pahn trees and 
banana bushes, and crossed by numerous bridges. 
The old Alamo church standing on the great 
Flaza, then falling in ruins, and now happily re- 
stored. The ancient Oathedral and the old mis- 
sions where the Jesuit fathers flrst raised the si- 
tars of Christianity in that part of the world. It 
was indeed a place of interest, and a link between 
the old world and the new. 

Like many of the other cities in that great state 
of Texas, San Antonio is now a metropolis with 
splendid streets, public buildings, hôtels, churches, 
théâtres, parks and gardens, several important 
newspapers and a large population that hâve every 
reason to be proud of the resuit of their own en- 
terprise and liberality. 

At the time of which I write we played an entire 
week in the Oasino, a large hall built by a Oerman 
Society, on the banks of the river. It was f airly 
well equipped with scenery, accommodated a large 
audience and we taxed its capacity at every per- 
formance. 

From San Antonio to Austin, the capital of the 
State. 

A délégation of state officiais met us on our way. 
SThe party induded Qovemor Hubbard^ Attomey- 
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Oeneral Stilwell H. Bussell and several others, 
whose names and rank I forget; but one of the men 
I distinctly remember; Ben Thompson, the town 
marshal of Austin. 

Thompson had the réputation of being abso^ 
lutely fearless. It was said that he had MUed no 
less than seventeen men in the course of his duty 
and in self-defence, but had never taken a life 
without giving his adversary a chance. 

I f ound him a very agreeable man, quiet and 
courteous but always alert. He never spoke of his 
adventures but said he expected to die a sudden 
and violent death, as he had many enemies who 
would not hesitate to take his life if the opportu- 
nity occurred. It did. He was shot to death some 
years af terward in a variety théâtre in San An- 
tonio. 

On the Friday night of our engagement in Aus- 
tin, I played lago to the Othello of Mr. McOul- 
lough. The foUowing moming I was informed 
that I had had a narrow escape from being shot 
during the performance. The information came 
from the éditer of the local paper who sat immedi- 
ately behind the man ref erred to in the foUowing 
incident, and who prevented the casualty. I ap- 
pend in part the account as it appeared in the 
newspaper. 

^^On Friday night when McCuUough was play- 
ing Othello at the Opéra House in this city, a coun- 
tryman became terribly excited at the viùainy of 
lago, as portrayed by Mr. F. B. Warde. Towards 
the close of the play hë drew his six-shooter and 
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declared he would Mil the d— n scoundrel. On be- 
ing told that the actor was only impersonating a 
character, he remarked, 'He must be a damned 
villain, anyhow, or he couldn't act it se well, and 
if he didn't stop abusing that woman (Emelia) he 
would shoot him, anyhow.' We congratulate Mr. 
Warde that he escaped from the wrath of the 
Texan. Although not intended it was a handsome 
compliment to his genius as an actor. . . . We do 
not wonder at the indignation of the man who 
wanted to shoot him as his villainy was so per- 
fectly correct that ail lost sight of the actor and 
only saw the desperate cold-blooded villain bef ore 
them.'* 

I appreciated the compliment the countryman 
had intended to convey but felt grateful to the 
gentleman who fortunately sat behind him and 
prevented the expression of his sentiments with his 
six-shooter. 

Mr. McCuUough's tour then took us to the mid- 
die west with continued success, and closed on 
May 1 at Lexington, Ey. 

At the termination of our season I went to St. 
Louis to take part in a most interesting perform- 
ance at Pope 's Théâtre, for the benefit of Mr. 
Charles Pope, the manager. 

The play was ' 'Romeo and Juliet/' which was 
made the vehicle for the first appearance on the 
stage of Miss Ella Sturgis, daughter of Oeneral 
Sturgis of the U. S. Army. 

Miss Sturgis was a beautif ul girï and made a 
most emphatic success in the part of Juliet. I rec- 
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ognized her ability, had rehearsed and instructed 
her in the business of the play, but was more than 
surprised at the excellence of her performance. 

I took the part of Romeo, and with the excep- 
tion of Adélaïde Neilson, I never played with a 
Juliet who more completely filUed the idéal of the 
part, to me. 

Miss Sturgis was ambitions to adopt the stage as 
a profession; family reasons and influence dis- 
suaded her, but in my judgment, the stage lost a 
brilliant actress by her décision. 

ï was re-engaged with McCuUough for the f ol- 
lowing season, which began at Utica, New York, 
on September 6. The principal members of the 
Company remained the same as bef ore but some 
changes and additions were made among the 
younger élément; notably Mr. E. H. Sothem, who 
made his first appearance with us and, I believe, 
his first appearance on the stage, under the name 
of Edward Dee. He played the parts of Lucius, in 
Virginius, Boderego in Othello, the Eing of France 
in Eing Lear, Louis the Thirteenth in Richelieu^ 
Lucius, Brutus' page, in Julius Oaesar, and others. 

Toung Sothem was an attractive youth, cul- 
tured and refined; he dressed his parts with artis- 
tic accuracy and played them with sincerity and 
intelligence. He was a gênerai favorite with the 
Company, was familiarly known as Eddie, and in 
spite of the distinction he since achieved, he was 
always Eddie Sothem to me. 

Our second week was spent in Détroit. It was 
State Fair week and we played at the Détroit 
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opéra House to immense crowds. Lawrence Bar- 
rett had enjoyed similar prosperity at the Whit- 
ney, the site of which is now covered by the post 
office; and Saturday aftemoon and evening that 
glorious violin virtuoso, Bemenjâ, had given con- 
certs in one of the public halld of Détroit. 

By a happy coincidence Mr. Barrett, Mr. Me- 
CuUough and Remenyi were ail resting over Sun- 
day in the city— an unusual circumstance, because 
generally we had to travel on Sundajrs. John Mc- 
OuUough and Remenyi were old friends, while 
Mr. Barrett and McCullough had been for several 
seasons associated in the management of the Oal- 
if omia théâtre in San Francisco. The présence of 
three such artists in the same city and in the same 
house at the same time was an uncommon circum- 
stance. 

At that time Mr. Barrett's leading lady was Miss 
Marie Wainwright; Louis James was his principal 
maie support. Miss Eate Forsyth and myself 
held the like positions in Mr. McOuUough's Com- 
pany. A strong feeling of camaraderie existed be- 
tween the members of both organizations, and the 
rivalry of the tragedians was marked by the ut- 
most good fellowship. McCullough invited Bar- 
rett and Remenjâ to a small social gathering that 
Sunday evening in one of the parlors of the Rus- 
sell House, which he had pre-empted for the occa- 
sion. Included also in the invitations were Miss 
Wainwright, Mr. James and other members of 
Mr. Barrett's company, Miss Forsyth, John A. 
Lane and myself of his own company, Oeorge 
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Goodale and one or two résident friends. The en- 
tire party did not exceed fifteen or sixteen per- 
sons. 

It was a delightful evening. Everybody strove 
to please, or to entertain with story, anecdote or 
recitation. Remenyi had brought his violin, 
probably his most cherished possession— a genu- 
ine and f abulously valuable Strad. There it lay 
on a chair at one side of the room in its wom old 
case, apparently forgotten; but it seemed to me 
that the eyes of the master were never really oflf it. 
Bemnyi laughed at the stories, applauded the reci- 
tations and otherwise signified his pleasnre in our 
proceedings. We did not ask him to play, nor did 
he offer to do so until late in the evening. Then, 
during a pause in the entertainment, and without 
suggestion from us, he quietly rose from his seat, 
walked over to his violin case, opened it carefuUy, 
and, unwrapping the instrument from a soft silk 
handkerchief , took a position in the centre of the 
room and began to tune the strings. 

We watched him in eager expectancy, for his 
movements were very slow and deliberate. When 
satisfied that his strings were at their proper ten- 
sion, he adjusted the old handkerchief under his 
cheek, the violin resting against it, and began. 

At first he gave several Hungarian mélodies, 
then the national hjmn of his country, and, f oUow- 
ing our applause, Down Upon the Suwanee River, 
Annie Laurie, The Last Rose of Summer, and 
Home, Sweet Home. Of course his playing moved 
us to other and louder démonstrations, but in com- 
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parison with what we had heard they were discord- 
ant— seemed painfully out of place and of course 
utterly inadéquate as expressions of our real f eel- 
ings. Silence, and the tears that stood in our 
eyes, were the later and better tribute we paid. 

Finally, Remenyi said, in that delightfully char- 
acteristic accent that gave quaintness to bis per- 
sonality: **I will play for you a pièce of my own. 
It bas no name. I took it from a verse of the 
Scriptures— 'And our Saviour went out into the 
garden and wept, 0, such bitter tears.' '' 

Again he played. I think I bave never heard 
such melody in any other place or time. It did 
not seem possible that such strains could proceed 
from any agency guided by human hands. I 
could see our Saviour in Gethsemane. I could 
f eel His sorrow. I could see the tears of anguish 
upon His cheeks. The eyes of the player were 
closed, and he seemed unconscious of his en- 
vironmenty until the last note died away like a 
sigh of the wind. Then, without a word, Remenyi 
gently wound the old handkerchief round the vio- 
Un, replaced it carefully in its case, and put the 
bow in the cover. 

The first sound following that impressive and 
solemn stillness was the click of the hasp as he 
dosed the case. 

Instantly the company seemed to wake as from 
a spell. When we were come to earth again, with 
a silent pressure of the hand, or in subdued voices, 
we tried to express some measure of our apprécia- 
tion of the genius that had so bound us— to convey 
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some faint sensé of our obligation to one whose 
soûl had gone ont to us on the strings of his be- 
loved instrument. 

We separated with good wishes and gentle 
thoughts. Some appréciable sign of them still is 
visible over the far horizon that séparâtes the ex- 
périence of that unforgotten evening from the 
practicality of the hard présent. 

Of the coterie that met in Détroit on that Sun- 
day night nine-and-thirty years ago, only one or 
two remain. Remenyi died upon the stage of a 
San Francisco théâtre, his violin clasped in his 
arms. John McCullough— great-hearted, lovable 
John— found peace after a pitiful few years of 
madness. Lawrence Barrett passed away in the 
plénitude of power, full of honors and while his 
career was at its noblest. Louis James, in far 
Montana, died like a soldier at his post. John 
Lane, as cultured a gentleman as he was a génial 
friend, closed his pilgrimage in Philadelphia only 
a little while ago in honorable retirement. Beau- 
tiful Eate Forsyth is only a memory in our hearts. 

The incidents of that evening at Detroit's wèll 
remembered Russell House are vivid facts with 
me. The faces of old comrades and friends, their 
smiles, their jests, their big hearts and their child- 
like democracy of manner— the utter absence of 
cant, assumption and ''airs/' endear them to me 
enduringly in spite of other interests and needs. 
Looming large in the group is the figure of the old 
Hungarian genius. I hear his broken accents; I 
see Mm raise that precious instrument to his chin, 
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and on the soft breath of memory is borne to me 
again the music bis soûl evolved f rom the simple 
words: 

^^Ând our Saviour went ont into the garden and 
wept, 0, such bitter tears.'' 

I think Marie Wainwright and myself are the 
only survivors of that gathering, which included 
Harry Barton, Edmund E. Oollier and Augusta 
Foster. 

The Lady of Lyons was one of onr matinée 
playSy with John McOuUough in the romantio rôle 
of Glande Melnotte. 

From every point of view John was unsuited to 
the part, and he knew it; but he played it at inter- 
vais and it drew well. 

Neither Ned Collier nor myself were in the cast, 
but in the characteristic f ashion of actors ont of 
the bill we would wander to the théâtre, either to 
the front or behind the scènes for at least a f ew 
minutes at every performance. 

It was in Milwaukee, Ned and I were idly stroU- 
ing the street, when we passed a confectionery 
store. In the window were a number of cakes cov- 
ered with white icing, and a notice reading: * ' Any 
inscription made on thèse cakes to suit the pur- 
chaser.'' We bought a cake and had it inscribed: 
^'You take it, John/' had it packed in a very at- 
tractive box, and wended our way to McCuUough's 
dressing room in Nunemacher's Grand Opéra 
House. 

John was changing his dress when we entered. 
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He greeted us cordially and inquired what we had 
been purchasing. 

After an assumption of embarrassment, I said: 
Ned OoUier and I had received much considération 
and many kindnesses from him and we wished to 
make a slight acknowledgment, handed him the 
box and prudently backed near to the door. 

I f elt some remorse as John f eelingly deprecated 
any generosity, but he opened the box— and then 
we flew! Boots and other reachable articles fol- 
lowed us down the stairs to the accompaniment of 
several emphatic but uncomplimentary remarks as 
we rapidly made our exit, realizing the truth of 
old Jack Falstaff's philosophy:— ^'The better part 
of valor is discrétion/' 

John McCullough was a good sportsman and 
took our jest good-naturedly; but at night we 
f ound a notice posted on the callboard by the man- 
agementy to the effect that members of the Com- 
pany ont of the bill were not to be allowed in the 
théâtre during the performances. 

We played ail of the large cities in the east, ex- 
cept Boston, then in the middle west and revisited 
the south and Texas. 

The feature of the season was a four weeks' en- 
gagement at the Fifth Avenue Théâtre, New 
York, where McOullough received the complète in- 
dorsement of the metropolitan press, which had 
hitherto been denied him, as well as the enthusias- 
tic acknowledgment "ot the audiences. 

We closed our season earlier than usual, as Mc- 
Cullough had made arrangements to appear at 
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Dmry Lane Théâtre in London. I had been en- 
gagea to accompany and support him, but at the 
last minute Augustus Harris, the manager of the 
London Théâtre, decided to play the opposite parts 
and I accepted the situation. 

I had ahnost f orgotten a by no means unimpor- 
tant member of the company, Robert Pritchardi 
familiarly known as Bob, Mr. McOullough's body 
servant and dresser. 

Bob was an Irishman, short of stature but strong 
as an ox. He could take up a ladder in a pair of 
silk tights, make a Roman armor or rivet a boiler 
with squal skill. He stood in wholesome awe, but 
was devoted to ^^The Goov'nor/' as he always 
called Mr. McCullough. 

Bob was very popular with the members of the 
Company to whom he was always ready to render 
any assistance; but his bête noir was the mana- 
ger, who reviewed his expense accounts and eut 
down his charges for alcohol. 

The amount of this fiuid that Bob claimed he 
used weekly for the lamp to beat his curling tongs 
for the **Gopv'nor's" hair would hâve been sufll- 
cient to provide a steady flame for a month. 

Bob occasionally appeared on the stage. In 
Macbeth, there are a number of small parts, offl- 
cers and servants who speak one or two Unes. 
Bob was cast for a messenger who brings Macbeth 
the news of the approach of the English army. 
He enters rapidly, expressing f ear and excitement. 
Macbeth angrily asks: ^'Where got'st thou that 
goose look?" The messenger replies: ^' There is 
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ten thousand." ''Greese, villain?" asks Macbeth, 
to which he should answer: ''Soldiers, sir/' but 
Bob was very nervous and when McCullough an- 
grily asked the question: ''Geese, villain?" Bob 
promptly answered, **Yes, Sor!*' 

I don't know what became of Bob after McCul- 
lough's death. The last time I saw him he was 
working in a trench on Broadway, New York, ap- 
parently repairing the pipes that always seem to 
be in need of attention on that busy thoroughfare. 

Looking back over the two years I spent with 
John McCullough, I cannot but marvel at his 
achievements in spite of his early privations and 
lack of mental cultivation. A man of little or no 
éducation or capacity for character analysis, he 
played the great parts of Shakespeare, Enowles 
and Lytton with wonderful effectiveness, 

His Virginius, Spartacus and Othello were re- 
flections of the éléments of his own nature, and the 
portrayal of their varions degrees of suffering 
made a direct appeal to his own straightforward 
manly instinct. The same may be said of some 
parts of his Eing Lear; but the subtlety of Biche- 
lieu and the philosophie reflections of Hamlet were 
beyond him; yet he played Richelieu and Hamlet 
with a dramatic effect that more than satisfied an 
average audience. 

His intimate friends were men of broad culture, 
literary eminence and public prominence who re- 
ceived and treated him with both déférence and 
honor and deemed it but a fitting tribute to his 
worth and merit. 
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I regarded him with great affection and cherish 
his memory as that of a sincère f riend, an excellent 
actor and an honor to the profession that he so 
conspicuously adomed 
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GHÂPTEB XVI. 
First Expérience as a ^'Star/' 

Mr. James A. Heme had made an adaptation of 
an old English play, ''The Mariner's Compass/' 
and called it ''Hearts of Oak/' playing it with 
considérable success in the eastem cities. 

Mr. Dp.vid Dalzell, who was the husband of Miss 
Dickie Lingard, prepared another version of the 
same play and called it ''Oaken Ecarts." 

I was engaged to play the leading part, Mark 
Dawson. We opened at Pope 's Théâtre, St. 
Louis, early in May. During the week Mr. Heme, 
through hJs manager, Mr. Bert, sought an injunc- 
tion restraining our production of the play. Miss 
Lingard, Mr. Dalzell, Mr. Frank Pierce and myself 
were summoned as witnesses in the case. It was 
practically proved at the first hearing that ''The 
Mariner 's Gompass," under existing laws, was 
common property in this country, but the case was 
adjoumed to the following week for a further 
hearing. The witnesses were ordered by the court 
to appear at the adjoumment, but were privately 
told by the attomeys that there would probably be 
no fùrther proceedings; so upon the conclusion of 
our engagement in St. Louis, the company went to 
Ohicago and opened at Hooley's Théâtre. 

203 
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During the week Frank Pierce and I were ar- 
rested by a United States marshal and taken back 
to St. Louis to answer to a charge of contempt of 
court. 

The marshal was a good natured f ellow and did 
not submit us to any indignity, but it was a very 
embarrassing position; Jbowever, on appearing be- 
f ore the judge the f ollowing moming, we explained 
the circumstances, apologized for any disrespect, 
and were released. 

No further légal proceedings were taken, the 
play not proving worth an expensive légal baltle.K^ 
''Hearts of Oak" continued a success tor Mr. 
Heme, but ''Oaken Hearts" ceased to exist as a 
dramatic attraction. 

On retuming to New York I played lago to the 
Othello of Mr. William Staff ord, for a week at the 
Windsor Théâtre on the Bowery. Mr. Stafford 
was a young man with a worthy ambition, but like 
Macbeth's, it o'erleapt itself and fell on the ^^other 
side. ' ' Miss Anna Boyle, a very promising young 
actress, was the Desdemona of the occasion. 

At this time Mr. John J. Collins, our stage man- 
ager, with Mr. McCullough, made a proposai to an- 
nounce me as a star attraction in a répertoire of 
Shakespearean and dassic plays. After f ourteen 
years' active expérience, conscientious study and 
considérable success in many of the characters, he 
proposed that I should play. I f elt justified in ac- 
cepting the proposition. 

Our contract was made for three years. The 
plays were to be selected by mutual agreement and 
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Mr. GoUins was to provide an efficient company 
and equipment. It was also arranged that I 
should hereafter be advertised as ''Frederick 
Warde/' omitting B, the initial letter of my moth- 
er's maiden name of Barkham that I had used 
hitherto. 

It was an important period in my career and a 
bazardons nndertaking, too, as I fully realized. 

I spent the summer in préparation and stndy. 

Henry Aveling, a young English actor who came 
to this conntry with Daniel Bandmann, was en- 
gaged as leading man, Miss Florence Elmore as 
leading lady. The company also included Léon- 
ard Outram, L. F. Rand, James Curran, W. S. 
Marion, 0. W. Blake and Miss Marian Clifton, ail 
capable and experienced actors. Gounting onr 
subordinate members, the company numbered 
twenty-one in ail. 

We selected an extensive répertoire, inclnding 
Hamlet, Othello, Richard III, Merchant of Venice, 
Macbeth, Romeo and Juliet and The Lady of 
Lyons, afterward adding Virginius and Damon 
and Pjrthias, and later Richelieu. 

We began our season on Friday, Sept. 2, 1881, 
at Moberly, Mo., opening the new Garmody Opéra 
House, playing two nights and a matinée, as a pre- 
liminary try-out. 

We gave Hamlet the first night, The Lady of 
Lyons for the matinée and Bichsjrd m the second 
night. 

I vividly recall my f eelings on that eventful 
Friday night. Moberly was not an important 
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dramatic centre, nor did I ezpect any analytical 
criticism from the audience; but it was my flrst ap- 
pearance in the character of Hamlet, my firât 
appearance as a star, with a company entirely new^ 
and strange to me, and the opening of a new thé- 
âtre. 

I realized that not only my personal future 
largely depended on the success of the perform- 
ance, but that the success of the enterprise de- 
pended on me. I f elt the responsibility of the di- 
rection of the play and the company. I had 
leamed obédience to authority and discipline, but 
it was a new expérience to take command myself . 

I went to the théâtre early, dressed leisurely 
and walked about to accustom myself to my cos- 
tume, which was new. I was speedily bathed in 
perspiration, for it was an abnormally hot night. 
Then sat in my dressing room and waited, solac- 
ing myself with the actor's philosophy, '^Twelve 
o'clock must come." 

An address by a local politician preceded the 
performance. The gentleman eulogized every- 
thing and everyone connected with the théâtre, in- 
cluding the owner, the architect, the builder, the 
painter, the gasfitter and myself, in a lengthy dis- 
course that made Hamlet's soliloquy seem like a 
casual remark; and then the play began. 

Hamlet does not appear until the second scenè 
of the play and does not speak until af ter the Eing 
has given Laertes leave to retum to France. 

Most of the Hamlets I hâve known made their 
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entrance on the scène at this point, thus securing 
récognition and a réception from the audience. 

I pref erred to be discovered at the opening of 
the scène when the Eing, Queen and the f uU court 
are assembled and disclosed. I took a position 
standing by a window apparently gazing into va- 
cancy and remained there till I was personally ad- 
dressed by the Eing. The resuit was, I was not 
recognized by the audience till I advanced and 
spoke my first Une: '^Â little more than kin, and 
less than kind." 

A splendid greeting was then given me, and, en- 
couraged by the hearty welcome, I proceeded with 
greater confidence and by the time I reached the 
first soliloquy, beginning: ''Oh, that this too, too 
solid fiesh would melt!'' I was master of myself. 

Ail went well until my first scène with the Ghost, 
where Horatio and the soldiers endeavor to re- 
strain the prince from following the spirit. Ham- 
let breaks from the grasp of his f riends and draw- 
ing his sword, exclaims: ''By heaven, l'U make a 
ghost of him that lets me. ' ' But my sword got en- 
tangled in the hanger and refused to draw; in 
spite of every effort it stuck in the scabbard, and 
there I had to leave it. 

Nothing more of moment occurred to mar the 
success of the play, which was admirably acted by 
the Company and received with much enthusiasm 
by the audience. 

Congratulations and good wishes from friends, 
prophecies of a successf ul season, a little supper, a 
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tired body but a happy heart, sanguine with hope, 
and the night was over. 

The two performances on Saturday went off sat- 
isfactorily and served to demonstrate the excel- 
lence of our Company and their ability to do jus- 
tice to our extensive répertoire. 

The performances in Moberly had been in the 
nature of a preliminary épisode to enable the Com- 
pany and myself to get acquainted with each oth- 
er's personality and metiiods. The regular open- 
ing of the season was an engagement at Pope's 
Théâtre, St. Louis, for the f oUowing week. 

Hamlet was our first bill, followed by Othello, 
Merchant of Venice, Richard III, Romeo and 
Juliet and Macbeth. 

I was no stranger in St. Louis, and I received, as 
I had anticipated, a most cordial welcome. 

The weather was intensely hot. Our business 
suffered in conséquence but the week as a whole 
was satisf actory. 

The f ollowing extract f rom the weekly review of 
dramatic events in the Sunday édition of the St. 
Louis Republican of Sept. 11, aptly describes the 
conditions under which the engagement was 
played, and records the gênerai verdict of the au- 
diences: 

''The meteorological conditions were of a character 
to point out inf allibly who are the best f riends of dra- 
matic art in our cily. The weather — ail week— -was so 
insufferably hot tbat nobody could think of going to 
the théâtre for mère amusement. Warde's audiences 
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went through tlie test of fire and made their record as 
tbe best f riends of the drama. liKaiiy of its cool weather 
patrons had not retumed from their simuner wander- 
ings; but notwithstanding this melting and thinning 
process Warde's audiences were good— better, much 
better than even he or the management could hâve ex- 
pected. In the nature of the case they represented the 
very best dramatic culture and critical taste, and their 
verdict is substantial. There was no claque or clap- 
trap about it, and it may as well be said now that it 
pronounced emphatically both an artistic and popular 
success for Frederick Warde. Under ail the disadvan^ 
tages attendant upon beginning, together with the 
drawbacks already noted, the actor commanded atten- 
tion and f orced his way to public récognition and in- 
dorsemënt. This is glory enough for the initial engage- 
ment of his season, and it will shine bef ore him and 
illuminate his pathway wherever he goes. . • . And 
thus Frederick Warde has come to the legitimate drama 
triumphantly, and in his coming there is a wealth of 
promise and the bright star of hope/' 

On the Sunday evening foUowing my engage- 
ment, I was by spécial dispensation, initiated into 
St. Louis Lodge, No. 9, of the Benevolent and Pro- 
tective Order of Elks, of which lodge I hâve ever 
since been a member. 

John W. Norton, manager of the Grand Opéra 
House, and a very popular actor who had sup- 
ported Mary Anderson for some seasons, was the 
Exalted Ruler and presided at the cérémonies, 
which were beautif ul and impressive. 
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There were then only f ourteen lodges in the or- 
der with a limited membership. Today there are 
more than a thousand lodges in the country and a 
membership of more than six hundred thousand. 
Then, I was No. 118 on the rester; now I am No, 
3 in point of seniority in my lodge in St. Louis. 

On leaving St. Louis, we began a tour that took 
us to the west, the southwest and to Texas, where 
I was most cordially received and liberally pa- 
tronized. Retuming through the southem coun- 
try, I again experienced the native proverbial gen- 
erosity and practical appréciation, especially in 
Nashville and Memphis. Then, to the middle 
west, closing our season at Joliet, 111., on Âpril 
14, 1882. 

The resuit of our first season was:— Thirty-two 
consécutive weeks of extended travel with the loss 
of only one night. Sept. 20, on which we closed 
the théâtre out of respect to the memory of Prési- 
dent Garfleld, who had died the night bef ore. 

We had played an extensive répertoire of classic 
plays to f air audiences who had given us the warm- 
est encouragement. The press had unequivocally 
recognized my claims to stellar prominence. We 
had booked a complète tour for the f ollowing sea- 
son that included dates in almost ail of the towns 
we had already visited, and had secured time in 
many of the large cities. Even though Mr. Col- 
lins and I had net made a fortune, we were happy 
and content. 

A party of friends, including 0. W. Ruggles, of 
the Erie Railroad, Mr. Hamlin, of the Grand Opéra 
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House, Chicago, and David Dalzell of the ^'News 
Letter/' had corne from Chicago to congratulate 
us on the successful resuit of the season, and to- 
gether with the principal members of the Com- 
pany, who had been re-engaged for the next sea- 
son, we enjoyed a farewell supper and parted for 
the summer vacation. 

A pleasant but somewhat embarrassing incident 
occurred on my arrivai in the aftemoon. Mike 
Moran, who had formerly been John McCul* 
lough's boss in the gas works at Philadelphia, was 
now an Alderman of the city of Joliet. He de- 
sired to show his regard to the man who had sup- 
ported his friend on the stage, and he had engaged 
an open carriage and a f ull brass band to meet me. 

On my arrivai at the dépôt, I was conducted to 
the carriage and escorted by the band, in bright 
red unif orms, to the hôtel to the accompaniment of 
national airs and tiie cheers of the omniprésent 
small boys of the street. 

Good old Mike Moran, who rode by my side, was 
a proud and happy man, but while I appreciated 
his tribute of regard, I did not share his enthusi- 
asm. 

A well eàmed vacation foUowed, interrupted 
only by a week's engagement at the Park Théâtre, 
Boston, playing Julian Gray, to the Mercy Mer- 
rick of Clara Morris in * * The New Magdalen. ' ' It 
was my first appearance in Boston, and I had 
every reason to be proud of my réception by the 
public and the press. 

Two more seasons foUowed under Mr. OoUins^ 
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covering practically the same route as the first, 
but playing in some of the larger cities, with vary- 
ing fortune. 

Some changes occurred in the company, notably 
Miss Anna Boyle was the leading lady, and Mr. 
John Malone replaced Mr. Aveling as the leading 
man. 

We played tiie same répertoire strongly f eatur- 
ing Virginius, in which character I had been very 
successful, and adding Shakespeare's Julius Cae- 
sar, and John Howard Fayne's tragedy Brutus, or 
''TheFallofTarquin.'' 

Sedalia, Missouri, at the time of which I write, 
was a small town, its population composed almost 
entirely of railroad employées and their familles, 
it being an important division point. 

The alleged ''Opéra House'' at Sedalia was a 
long, narrow hall upstairs and over two stores f ac- 
ing the railroad station. 

It had a gallery at one end and a small stage at 
the other. The triangles f ormed by the prosce- 
nium were the only dressing rooms. 

The audience was a comparatively large one and 
the play of Virginius, with its intense human sym- 
pathy and admirable construction, interested them 
greatly. 

It may be recàlled that Virginia, daughter of 
Virginius, is claimed and seized by Vibulanus as a 
slave. The claim is contested by Virginius with 
ail the indignation of an outraged f ather, and the 
cause is brought bef ore Appius Glaudius as chief 
Decemvir for triaL The unjust judge décides 
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against the f ather and orders the girl to be given 
into the possession of Vibulanus. As this décision 
means the dishonor of his daughter, Virginius 
seizes a whittle from a butcher's stall and stabs his 
daughter to death bef ore the assembled multitude. 
He afterward strangles Âppius Glaudius to death 
and dies himself from grief and the excitement of 
the terrible tragedy; but, Vibulanus, the subordi- 
nate villain of the story is not disposed of by the 
dramatist and the play concludes with the death of 
iVirginius. 

Ât the conclusion of the play in Sedalia the audi- 
ence remained in their seats while I and the other 
actors in the mimic tragedy went to our dressing 
rooms to remove our make-up and transform our- 
selves from ancient Romans to modem American 
citizens. 

I had removed my toga, tunic and upper gar- 
ments and was busily engaged with soap, water 
and towel when a knock came to my dressing room 
door. I inquired, *'Who's there?" A voice re- 
plied, *'Me the manager.'* *'What's the trouble?'* 
I asked. ^'The people won't go out," he replied. 
**I am sorry," I said, *'but the play is ended," and 
suggested that he put out the footlights to indi- 
cate that the entertainment was concluded, and 
continued my ablutions. 

A f ew moments later he came again to my door, 
saying, ''I tumed out the lights but they won't 
move. What shall I do?'' ''Go in front of the 
curtain and tell them the performance is over/' I 
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snggested. ''I wouldn't go in front of fhat cnr- 
tain for a hundred dollars/' he protested. 

The novelty and hmnor of the situation then ap- 
pealed to me, and I volunteered: ' ' Wait a minute 
and l'U go and tell them myself.'' 

I still had on my fleshlhig tights and Roman 
sandals, so I put a bath towel round my neck and 
enveloped myself in a long Ulster overcoat. My 
face being ruddy with the récent friction of the 
towel and my hair gloriously dishevelled f rom the 
same cause, my gênerai appearance must hâve in- 
dicated Puek grown up and in winter clothes. 

I stepped bef ore the curtain still Ihipressed with 
the humor of the occasion, and addressed the audi- 
ence: ^'Ladies and gentlemen, the playisover. I 
am dead, Virginia is dead, Dentatus is dead, Âp- 

pius Glaudius is dead " when a voice from the 

back part of the gallery exclaimed in clear, bell- 
like tones that reached every corner of the build- 
ing: ' ' What hâve you done with that other son of 
agun?*' 

I disappeared and the audience dispersed. 

It was at Topeka, Eansas; I had played Brutus 
in Julius Gaesar. Archibald Forbes, the celebrated 
English war correspondent, had lectured on a 
local lyceum course the same evening. Âfter his 
lecture he came to the Opéra House and witnessed 
the two last acts of the play. After the perform- 
ance we enjoyed a cigar and an hour's chat in my 
room at the hôtel. 

The costumes wom by our Roman soldiers in the 
play were a compromise between the ancient and 
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médiéval, and consisted of brown leggings, a tunic 
and a cape with a hood covering the head. The en- 
tire dresa was liberally omamented with métal 
concaves. The dress was effective and serviceable 
if not archseologically correct. 

During our discussion of the play and its cos- 
tuming, Forbes said to me, in the peculiar English 
drawl, characteristic of his speech: ^'Warde, you 
gave me some information tonight that has hith- 
erto escaped me. I knew the Romans had ex- 
tended their conquests to Gaul and Britain, but I 
did not know they had impressed the Esquimaux 
into their armies." 

One Sunday in the fall of '83, I was en route 
from Détroit to Flint, Mich., and stopped over in 
Milwaukee to see John McGuUough, who had not 
been well for some time. I had a pleasant visit, 
took luncheon and sat chatting with him in the of- 
fice of the Plankington Hôtel. He suddenly ex- 
cused himself and left me. He was leaving with 
his Company for Chicago in the aftemoon, and I 
thought he had gone to his room for something he 
had f orgotten. I waited as long as I could, but he 
did not retum and I had to leave for my train. I 
never saw McCullough alive again. 

I leamed afterward that when his carriage came 
to take him to the dépôt he was nowhere to be 
found. But in the evening at about eight o'clock, 
a f armer brought him to the hôtel in a buggy. He 
had met McCullough aimlessly wandering on a 
country road some six miles from town, recognized 
and addressed him, found him^ incohérent, induced 
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him to get into the buggy and bronght him to 
town. 

The following week while pla]âng at McVick- 
er's Théâtre, Chicago, McGuUough's iUness in- 
creased, his mentality f ailed and he was compelled 
to close his engagement. Subsequently he wad 
taken to the asylum for the insane at Blooming- 
dale and died about a year following his break- 
down. 

I saw his poor remains at his former home. I 
followed them to the grave and with his brother 
Elks dropped a bunch of f orget-me-nots on the cas- 
ket as it lay in its last resting place in the cemetery 
in Philadelphia, where a worthy monument was 
erected to his memory. 

Dear old comrade and friend! In spite of his 
success, his life had not been without its sorrows, 
but he f ound rest at last. 

The inscription on his monument is a just trib- 
ute to the actor, but could I hâve written it, I 
would hâve said of the man: ''Those who knew 
him best loved him most." 

In March, 1884, an unfortunate estrangement 
occurred between Mr. Gollins and myself on both 
Personal and business grounds and I left the Com- 
pany and his management. It was a drastic meas- 
ure to take but I f elt at the time, and still think, 
my action was justified. Recriminating law suits 
followed, harassing and vexing, without satisfac- 
tion to either side, until time and reason ended the 
litigation. 
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In Âprily '84, the second Dramatic Festival took 
place at the Springer Music Hall in Cincinnati. 

The Festival had been inaugurated the year pre- 
ceding, with Edwin Booth, Lawrence Barrett, 
John McGullough, James Murdock, Mary Ander- 
sen and others. This year Madame Modjeska^ 
Fanny Davenport, Thomas W. Eeene, Stuart Rob- 
son, W. H. Grane and myself, were the principals. 

The Springer Music Hall is a very large build- 
ing with an immense stage, and the plays were 
produced*on a very elaborate scale. 

Enormous houses were drawn to the Festival, 
not only from the city of Cincinnati, but from 
many points quite distant from which spécial ex- 
cursion trains were run. 

The programme of plays and cast of principals 
wereasfoUows: 

Monday, April 21st— Julius Caesar. 

Brutus Frederick Warde 

Cassius Barton HiU 

Marc Antony. Thos. W. Keene 

Portia Constance Hamblin 

Calphumia Anna Warren Storey 

Tuesday, April 22d— Twelf th Night. 

Viola Madame Modjeska 

Olivia Mary Shaw 

Malvolio Barton Hill 

Sir Toby Belch W. H. Orane 

Sir Andrew Agae-Cheek. .Stuart Bobson 
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Wednesday Matinée, April 23rd— Bomeo and Jnliet. 

Bomeo Thos. W. Keene 

Mercutio Frederick Warde 

Friar Lawrence Frank Cléments 

Juliet Madame Modjeska 

Nurse Mrs. A. Pennover 

Wednesday Night— The Comedy of ErronL 

Dromio of Ephesns Wm. H. Crâne 

Dromio of Syracuse Stuart Bobson 

Antipholus of Ephesus.. . .Frederick Warde 
Antipholus of Syracuse. . .Barton HiU 

Adriana Miss Marie Prescott 

The Abbess Miss Mary Myers 

Thursday, April 24th— As You Lîke Ik 

Bosalind , Fanny Davenport 

Celia Mary Shaw 

Orlando Frederick Warde 

Jaques Thos. W. Keene 

Touchstone . . . ., Stuart Bobson 

Duke, in exile Barton SQll 

Friday, April 25th— Othello. 

Othello Thos. W. Keene 

lago Frederick Warde 

Cassio Barton Hill 

Desdeimona , Madame Modjeska 

Emelia Mrs. Agnes Booth 
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"As You Like It" was repeated for the Satnrday 
matinée, and on Saturday night, April 26tli9 the first 
part of Eing Henry the Fonrth. 

Eing Henry the Fourth. .Frank Cléments 

Prince Henry Frederick Warde 

Hotspur Thos. W. Keene 

Falstaff John Jack 

Lady Percy Anna Warren Storey 

An interesting incident occurred during the per- 
formance of ''As You Like It." Mr. W. H. 
Crâne, or as he is affectionately known, ''Billy" 
Crâne, was in the audience and Stuart Robson, his 
associate, was on the stage, pla]âng Touchstone. 
It suddenly occurred to ''Billy" that it was the 
first time since the association of Robson and 
Crâne that one had appeared on the stage without 
the other. ''Billy" didn't like the idea; he came 
to the back of the stage, found the costumer, pro- 
cured a pair of large russet boots, a hunting tunic 
and a spear, cajoled one of the foresters to let hin\ 
take his place and astonished us ail by making his 
entrance in one of the scènes in the forest and 
proudly speaking the one line of his part: ''He 
saves my labor by his own approach." And thus 
the association of Robson and Grane was not inter- 
rupted. 
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I Visit Many Places and Meet Many People. 

In the intérim between seasons I took part in a 
performance of some interest at Haverley's Théâ- 
tre, Brooklyn, then under the management of 
W. Â. McGonnell. It was on the aftemoon and 
evening of May 17, 1884, for the beneftt of the at- 
tachés of the théâtre. 

; In the aftemoon I played Romeo to the Juliet 
of Mrs. Alice Ghapin Ferris, a prominent lady in 
Brooklyn society. In the evening Richelieu was 
the bill. I was the Gardinal; W. A. McGonnell was 
De Mauprat, and the then prominent young busi- 
ness man and amateur, now the popular and deb- 
onair star in modem drama, Robert G. Hilliard, 
was the Gount de Baradas. I believe this was Bob 
Hilliard's first appearance with prof essional act- 
ors. 

The f oUowing June, I was engaged by Williams 
and Tillotson, to go to San Francisco, accompa- 
nied by Miss Kate Forsyth, to produce two mod- 
em plays, of which Mr. Tillotson was the author, 
called *'Lynwood," and ''Queena." It was my 
first visit to the Pacific coast since ''Diplomacy,'' 
and I anticipated the trip with pleasure. 

The plays, however» were not successful so the 
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management substituted Ingomar and Virginius, 
with Eate Forsyth as Parthenia and Virginia, and 
I played Ingomar and Virginius. 

Both parts were familiar to Miss Forsyth and 
myself, and our performances were a great suc- 
cess. It is perhaps one of the few instances when 
two old legitimate plays redeemed the failure of 
two modem dramas and brought success to the en- 
terprise. 

I trust I may be pardoned îf I quote with pride 
the following opinion of George Dinsmore, the 
vétéran dramatic critic, in the San Francisco Eve- 
ning Bulletin, published the day after the per- 
formance of Virginius: 

"Mr. Ward's Virginius places him in the flrst rank 
of living tragedians. To those who bave only seen 
him in the melodramas produced at the Galifomia 
Théâtre some weeks ago, his masterly impersonation of 
the ''Boman Father" was a révélation. No one sup- 
posed he possessed suoh tragic power, or to hâve given 
the higher range of characters the study their success- 
ful impersonation requires. Mr. Booth as lago, in the 
last act of Othello, was supposed to hâve reached the 
limit of the capacity of the human countenance to ex- 
press émotion, but Mr. Warde's last act of Virginius is 
equally great. In some respects it was greater, as the 
play of expression was more varied. While the third 
and f ourth acts were grand, as exhibitions of tragic 
power, the flf th was the artistic triumph. The delinea- 
tion of the workings of the disordered mind, the dis- 
cordant laugh followed by a mental glimpse of the 
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past which soffused his eyes with tears, the terriUo 
realism of his call for his dead danghter, with the 
thiilling whisper of the lines 

"I hear a Sound 80 fine 
That nothing lives 'twixt it and silence/' 

were examples of tragic acting we hâve not seen in 
many years. The last scène in which the death-stricken 
face of Virginins is seen uptumed while the hands 
dutch the throat of Glaudins was a fit crown for ihia 
superb performance. 

The success of Miss Fors3^h and myself in the 
two plays was se marked that the management de- 
cided to take us to Portland, Oregon, and to retum 
east over the Northern Pacific R. R., stopping at 
several points on that road. 

We repeated our success in Portland and pro- 
ceeded to Spokane Falls, as it was then called, 
where we played over the fire engine house to a re- 
markably cultivated and appréciative audience. 

Thence to Butte, Montana, then quite a rough 
and primitive mining camp. 

Miss Forsyth and I had letters of introduction 
from Mr. J. B. Haggin, of San Francisco, to Mr. 
Marcus Daly, his gênerai superintendent; the re- 
suit was a very cordial welcome and an opportu- 
nity to see everjrthing of interest in the camp, our 
expérience including a descent to the 800-f oot level 
in the celebrated Ânaconda copper mine. 

The manager of Henshaw Hall in Butte, which 
was used as a théâtre, was John Maguire, a good- 
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natured Irishman whose chief pride was his re- 
semblance to Lawrence Barrett, the tragedian. A 
suggestion to that effect secured you his friend- 
ship. 

Mr. Maguire spoke with a strong Irish accent, of 
which he was, of course, unconscious: he had been 
an actor but had given up the stage to take the 
management of the halls and théâtres on the Mon- 
tana circuit and was exceedingly popular through- 
out that part of the country. 

John was a man of many eccentricities, gênerons 
to a fault, loyal to his friends, fond of good Com- 
pany and ready to recite at every opportunity. 
His favorite sélections were: Tennyson's ''Charge 
of the Light Brigade," Hood's ''The Bridge of 
Sighs," and "Shamus 'Brian," ail of which he 
gave with intense eamestness in his native accent. 

John's resourcefulness and ready wit to meet 
emergencies were keenly developed by his expéri- 
ences in the early days of Montana when he trav- 
elled from camp to camp as an entertainer. 

I can remember one instance in particular that 
capitally illustrâtes this fact. I was touring the 
West with King Lear as my feature play and was 
booked to appear in that noble old character at 
Butte. Maguire was manager of the théâtre. 
My son Arthur was my advance agent. Just as he 
was about to leave the town John noticed that no 
newspaper cuts had been lef t and asked for them. 
My son replied that the only stock he had on hand 
were cuts of "Rinaldo, in The Lion's Mouth," an 
Italian youth of eighteen; "and they would never 
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do for King Lear, who was eighty years of ag^e/' 
said Arthur. *'Well, leave me one, anyway," in- 
sisted Maguire. ''What's the use?" said my son. 
''Tut, tut, leave one, ansrway." And my son left 
him ''one, anyway" to quiet the old boy. 

A f ew days later I was astounded upon picking 
up the Butte Sunday Miner, to see the Rinaldo eut 
in the centre of a big descriptive story of King 
Lear, and undemeath the inscription, "King Lear 
when a boy. ' ' I recognized John's ingenuity, and 
had a hearty laugh, but when we met protested 
that King Lear could never hâve looked like that. 
The only satisfaction I got was, "Well, who's to 
prove it, my bhoy?" 

John Maguire passed away some time ago, 
moumed by many and none more than by me: but 
his honest heart and cheery greeting of— "Fred, 
me bhoy, how are ye? Let's go over to the club 
and hâve a schmall bottle," still lingers in my 
memory. 

Our last stop was at Helena, a city with a most 
romantic history. Originally a surface nûning 
camp known as Last Chance Oulch, from which 
millions of dollars in gold hâve been taken, it is 
now a beautif ul city of fine buildings, picturesque 
homes on the îjloping mountain side, and is the 
capital of the State of Montana. 

On retuming to New York, I made arrange- 
ments to résume my annual tours under new man- 
agement. 

Mr. Henry Aveling was again my leading man 
and Miss Mittens WiUett my leading lady. Later 
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they married and retired and Mr. Clarence Handy- 
side and Miss Eugenia Blair took their places. 

Four yeara of itinerancy f oUowed. 

During that period I appeared in nearly every 
State and territory in the Union, playing in every 
kind of building f rom a Grand Opéra House to a 
skating rink, even in an unoccupied store— any- 
where in f act, where a platf orm could be erected 
and a performance given. 

My expériences were many and varied. 

We were touring New Mexico. There had 
been trouble with the Apache Indians and a rising 
was feared. The citizens throughout the terri- 
tory— it was not then a State— were ail armed in 
anticipation of raids, and the towns and their ap- 
proaches were patroUed. 

Di Silver City, I played Virginius in a newly 
built store. The maie portion of the audience 
came armed with rifles, revolvers and belts of 
cartridges to be in readiness if an alarm should be 
sounded. No interruption occurred, but at the 
close of the performance the citizens insisted on 
providing an armed guard to escort the company 
to the hôtel. 

The next moming an armed guard accompanied 
the train on the narrow gauge railroad that took 
us to the main line, which we reached without in- 
cident but with great relief. 

We continued on the Santa Fe railroad to Ari- 
zona. In Tucson, the Opéra House was built of 
adobe. It had a stage and some scenery, but no 
seats. The box sheet was marked like a checker 
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boaxd, space was sold in squares and the audience 
brought their seats with them or sent them in ad- 
vance. The effect was unique. Every kind of 
chair and stool was brought into réquisition, f rom 
an upholstered rocker to a school bench, and as the 
time for the performance approached, groups of 
people might be seen coming from différent direc- 
tions carrying stools or chairs as if it were a gên- 
erai moving day. 

Pigeons in large numbers had made their home 
in the loft above the stage. Our advent had dis- 
turbed them, but they came home to roost. The 
action and dialogue of the play did not affect 
them, but when the audience applauded, the flap- 
ping and rustling of hundreds of wings above our 
heads by the f rightened birds sounded like rush- 
ing water. The effect was somewhat disconcert- 
ing to the actors, but we became used to it and the 
play proceeded successfuUy to its conclusion and 
the birds were lef t in peace. 

Retuming east on the same tour, we played sev- 
eral towns in the State of Oregon. 

At Pendelton, several Umatilla Indians were in 
the gallery. The play was Virginius. The In- 
dians were apparently interested and were very 
quiet until the f ourth act, where Virginius kills 
his daughter; then, one of them called out, ''Skoo- 
kum, Virginius, Skookum," and the other Indians 
took up the cry. The audience applauded, and 
there was no f urther démonstration. 

Major Moorhouse, the Indian agent, told me 
afterward that ''Skookum" was the Umatilla 
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équivalent for ^^good" and that the Indians in- 
tended it as an expression of their appréciation. 

Bismarck, North Dakota, is located a few miles 
east of the Missouri River, which at the nearest 
point is bordered by précipitons cliffs, and on the 
western side by a long stretch of low lands and 
marshes as far as Mandam. The marshes afford a 
proliflc breeding place for very aggressive mosqui- 
toes. 

We played Virginius at Bismarck, in a skating 
rink illuminated by oil lamps. A western breeze 
sprang up that lifted the mosquitoes from their 
nursery and brought them east. Their first stop- 
ping place was Bismarck, and the brilliantly (?) 
lighted skating rink their objective point. 

They came in swarms, attacked the exposed 
arms and necks of the actors, and punctured their 
fleshing tights, mistaking them for bare skin. 
The resuit was a continuons slapping of the points 
attacked; a smack punctuating almost every sen- 
tence of the dialogue. 

The body of Dentatus was brought to me on a 
hier covered with a mantle. The business of the 
play compelled me to remove the mantle; then, the 
mosquitoes attacked the corpse with such f erocity 
that it came to lif e and piteously begged:— ' 'Cover 
me up, Gk)vemor, cover me up, or they'U eat me 
alive.** 

The audience suffered in proportion. The la- 
dies covered their heads and faces with their veils, 
the gentlemen wore their hats, inserted their hands 
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in their sleeves and masked their faces with their 
handkerchief s like burglars or train robbers. 

Our misery did not cease with the performance; 
th^ mosquitoes preceded us to the hôtel. A light 
was to invite an influx of them. I managed to find 
my bed in the dark, but two of the ladies who had 
been indiscreet enough to light a lamp, were so 
badly stung by the insects and their faces so 
swollen, that in the moming they were unable to 
see until they had resorted to libéral applications 
of witch hazel and other remédies. 

I hâve visited Bismarck since, now the impor- 
tant capital of the State of North Dakota. Fortu- 
nately the wind was in the other direction and the 
mosquitoes travelled westward. 

As thèse incidents recur to my mind I recall an 
interesting expérience that had its inception in an- 
other part of the country but during the period I 
am now recording. 

At Delaware, Ohio, there is a Wesleyan Collège. 
According to the rules of the institution, the stu- 
dents were not permitted to attend dramatic en- 
tertainments at the Opéra House; but the rule was 
not enf orced when a Shakespearean or high class 
play was presented. 

I was announced to play Richard III at Dela- 
ware. 

Had the students attended without consulting 
the Faculty, no notice would hâve been taken ofi 
the matter; but one of their number went to the 
Président, and specifically asked if the students 
would be permitted to attend the performance. 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



FIFTY TEAKS OF MAEEBELIEVE 229 

The Président, thus comered as it were, was com- 
pelled to answer, * 'No, the rules of the collège must 
be obeyed.'* 

In spite of this inhibition, many of the students, 
disguised with wigs, beards and mustachios, did 
corne to the performance and the f act was duly re- 
ported to the collège authorities. 

At chapel the f ollowing moming, being placed 
upon their honor, the students who had disobeyed 
the Présidents decree, admitted their guilt and 
were punished. The juniors and sophomores were 
deprived of privilèges and the seniors were ex- 
pelled. 

Among the latter was a student named Guy Pot- 
ter Benton. 

Some twenty years later I was invited to deliver 
a course of lectures at Oxford, Ohio, by Dr. Ben- 
ton, the Président of Miami University, who enter- 
tained me as his guest during my stay. 

At a dinner with the Faculty the Président sur- 
prised me by asking if I knew why I was invited to 
the University. I replied:— *'To deliver my lec- 
tures, I présume.'' ''Yes,*' retumed the Presi- 
dent, ^'and to gratify a long deferred revenge. 
You were the cause of my being expelled f rom the 
Wesleyan Collège at Delaware twenty years ago, 
and I thought the most Christian revenge I could 
take would be to invite you to come to my col- 
lège.'' 

Dr. Guy Potter Benton then told me the story I 
hâve related and detailed his subséquent reinstate- 
ment and career. The last communication I re- 
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ceived f rom Dr. Bentôn was f rom the State Univer- 
sity, at Burlington, Vermont, of which institution 
he was the honored Président. 

During the period now recorded, I produced 
two new plays, both of which were successf ul and 
I retained them in my répertoire for several sea- 
sons. 

The first was a Roman tragedy— Galba the 
Gladiator, a free adaptation from Saumet's ''Le 
Gladiateur/' by Léonard Outram and Richard A. 
Purdy. The original play was one of the f eatures 
of the répertoire of Signer Salvini, on his tour of 
this country, and was given in Italian. 

My second production was ''Gaston Cadol/' a 
romantic drama by Celia Logan, adapted from a 
French play called Jean D'acier. The leading 
part bore a strong resemblance to the character of 
Claude Melnotte in '^The Lady of Lyons"; in fact, 
the critic of the Boston Sunday Courier wittily 
wrote: ' 'The same pack of cards from which Bul- 
wer dealt The Lady of Lyons hâve been shuffled 
and redealt for Gaston Cadol." 

The verdict of a Boston audience has always 
been regarded by actors, authors and managers 
as of the greatest importance. 

I had appeared there as Julian Gray, in "The 
New Magdalen" with Clara Morris, and achieved 
a complète success, but in the Fall of '87, 1 made 
my first appeal to their critical judgment as a star 
in a répertoire of classic plays. 

I appeared at the Hollis Street Théâtre as Vir- 
ginius, Galba, Damon and Gaston Cadol. The re- 
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suit was a triumph. The entire press devoted so 
such space and lavished so much eulogy on my per- 
formances that my managers (Messrs. Hudson and 
O'Neil) published the reviews in a pamphlet of 
twenty-five pages and distributed them over the 
country. 

I again présume to quote an extract, this time 
from the Boston Evening Transcript:— 

"As hAS aiready been said, Mr. Warde aohieved a 
triumph. The audience was inclined at first to be 
cynical and apathetic; but how marked the change 
upon the appearance of Virginius. He laid hold of the 
sympathies of his hearers instantly, and held them cap- 
tive to the end." 

I commenced the season of 1888-9 under the 
management of Mr. Joseph Brooks, with an ex- 
ceptionally strong company that included Henry 
Aveling, James F. Dean, Henry Weaver, Jr., Adèle 
Belgarde, Emma Maddem, and that splendid 
actress, so long with the New York Union Square 
company, Miss Ida Vemon. 

We opened our season at Brookl]ai| New York, 
with an elaborate production of Galba the Gladi- 
ator, and later included Virginius, Damon and 
Pythias, Gaston Cadol and Richard III in our rép- 
ertoire. 

At Baltimore I produced ''William Tell,'' mak- 
ing a new arrangement of the play, taking Schil- 
ler's drama, the opéra, and some historical facts 
for my material. We played Boston and renewed 
my success of the preceding season. 
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Pittsbnrgh foUowed; but when the time to com- 
mence the performance on Monday evening came, 
the scenery and baggage had not arrived. An ac- 
cident on the raihroad had detained it. Virginins 
was the play advertised. A large audience had as- 
sembled which we were loth to disappoint and 
lose. What was to be done? At length, Mr. 
PhelpSy the acting manager of the théâtre, sug- 
gested that we give the play with the stock scenery 
in the théâtre and in our ordinary street clothes. 
After some discussion we decided to do this. I 
called the company together, explained the situa- 
tion, pointed out the humor of it, urged them to be 
serions and eamest, apologized to the audience 
and the play began. 

It was somewhat incongruous to see men and 
women in modem travelling dress acting as Ro- 
man citizens and to hear them speaking the 
declamatory blank verse of Sheridan Enowles; but 
ail of the Company complied with my request and 
acted their parts with the same sincerity and ear- 
nestness as if they were garbed in the graceful 
tunic, toga or péplum of the ancient Romans. 

The audience took the performance seriously, 
applauded at the usual points and seemed deeply 
interested. 

By the end of the third act the baggage arrived 
and we arrayed ourselves in Roman costumes, set 
up appropriate scenery and so brought the per- 
formance to a conclusion. 

Several f riends of mine who had witnessed the 
play expressed regret that we had not continued 
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the performance in our modem dress. They had 
f ound it both unique and interestingf. 

From Fittsburgh to Philadelphia at the Acad- 
emy of Music for two weeks. 

In Philadelphia there are many societies and or- 
ganizations that by an arrangement with the local 
managers of the théâtres take a large number of 
tickets at reduced rates and dispose of them to 
their members. This has the double advantage of 
increasing the attendance at the théâtre and aug- 
menting the revenues of the societies. 

XXnder such an arrangement I gave f ourteen per- 
formances to enormous audiences at the historié 
old building on Broad Street in that city. 

An accidentai and delightf ully unconventional 
meeting with Sir Edwin Arnold, the poet, was an 
interesting incident in Philadelphia. Sir Edwin 
and Major Pond, his lecture manager, came into 
the dining room of the Laf ayette Hôtel, where 
Mrs. Warde and myself were taking breakfast. 
Being an old friend, Major Pond brought Sir Ed- 
win to our table and joined us. A little later 
George W. Childs, the editor and philanthropist, 
came in: he also joined our little party, which in- 
cluded Henry Guy Carleton, the author. 

Sir Edwin Arnold was greatly interested in the 
care of children and he and Mrs. Warde were soon 
discussing the subject. 

Mr. Childs, the Major and Sir Edwin were on 
their way to Camden to visit Walt Whitman, ^ ^The 
Good Grey Poet,'' who at the time was quite ill at 
his home there. The party gave me a cordial in- 
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vitation to join them which, greatly to my regret, 
I was compelled to décline, having an important 
rehearsal I could not postpone or dismiss. 

I was f amiliar, of course, with the lif e and works 
of the author of ^'The Light of Asia/' but had not 
anticipated the privilège of meeting him. In 
stature he was under médium height: in appear- 
ance and costume more like a successf ul American 
farmer than a poet. His expression quietly 
génial, until aroused to interest; then his eyes 
f airly shone with enthusiasm. His face seemed il- 
luminated and you f elt yourself in the présence of 
a man of intense magnetism and unlimited imag- 
ination. 

It was with great reluctance that I rose from the 
table to go to my rehearsal and left the Poet, the 
Philanthropist and Major Pond to their interest- 
ing pilgrimage. 

On January 10, '89, I produced ^'The Mounte- 
bank" at the Grand Opéra House, St. Louis. 

I had acted in an old play called '^Belphegor" 
some years ago, in England, with Charles DUlon, 
and had been impressed with its sympathetic hu- 
man interest and the acting opportunities of the 
leading character. Several versions of the pièce 
existed; I collected them ail and evolved from them 
the version I produced. 

The play was an instantaneous success, and the 
part of Belphegor suited me admirably. I played 
it for many seasons, and to this day I am fre- 
quently asked: ^'Mr. Warde, when are you going 
to give us 'The Mountebank' again?'' 
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In the Spring, Mr. Brooks resigned my man- 
agement. I undertook the direction of my own 
business affairs, and carried a long and successf ul 
season to a satisf actory close. 

''The Mountebank" proving so attractive, I 
made it the f eatnre of the f ollowing season, when 
it surpassed my expectations in dbrawing power 
and satisfaction to the audiences. Miss Adèle 
Belgarde continued in the position of leading lady, 
which she filled with personal charm and great 
ability. 

Two other interesting members of my company 
werë: Mrs. Henry Vandenhoff and Mr. Wilfred 
Clarke. The former was the widow of Henry 
Vandenhoff, a cadet of a distinguished theatrical 
family of England; the latter a son of John 
Sleeper Clarke, the American comedian, and a 
nephew of Edwin Booth. 

Mrs. Vandenhoff played the ''Grand Dames" 
with the convincing effect of ability and expéri- 
ence and Mr. Clarke demonstrated the inheritance 
of the comedy talent of his distinguished f ather. 
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The Oenesis of the Warde-James Combination. 

I had long entertained an ambition to play the 
part of Cardinal Wolsey, in Shakespeare 's Eing 
Henry the Eighth. I recalled the pathetic dig- 
nity of the performance of the Cardinal by Samuel 
Phelps in the early days of my dramatic expéri- 
ence in England, and later I had seen Mr. Oeorge 
Vandenhoff . and John McCullough in the part. 

I leamed that Mrs. D. P. Bowers, an actress of 
distinction and long expérience, was at liberty, 
and af ter brief negotiation succeeded in engaging 
her as a co-star, to play the part of Queen Eather- 
ine and other prominent characters in my réper- 
toire. 

The play was given quite an elaborate produc- 
tion and the cast of principals, which I append, 
was most efficient. 

King Henry Vm Mr. B. 0. Tumer 

Cardinal Wolsey Frederick Warde 

Duke of Buckingham Chas. D. Herman 

Duke of Norfolk .H. C. Barton 

Cromwell Harry Leighton 

Queen Katherine Mrs. D. P. Bowers 

Anne Boleyn Miss Catherine Coggswell 

236 
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I achieved my object in the production of the 
play and my perf onnance of Cardinal Wolsey was 
well received, but Henry VIII is rather a pano- 
rama of historical incidents than a drama, and 
while the play was received with interest and the 
acting of Mrs. Bowers and myself highly praised 
by the press, it failed to arouse sufficient enthusi- 
asm to fill out our engagements in the large cities. 
I was, theref ore, compelled to sélect a répertoire 
in which we both could appear to more advantage. 

Macbeth, The Merchant of Venice, Galba the 
Gladiator and Damon and Pythias were the plays 
selected, and they proved very attractive. 

Mrs. Bowers' performances were remarkable. 
I liked her Lady Macbeth better than Miss Cush- 
man's. It was less domineering, more womanly. 
A wife who loved her husband, gloried in his 
strength, knew his weakness, and advanced her 
arguments with a foreknowledge that would con- 
vince. 

I hâve always contended that Lady Macbeth's 
ambition was not for herself but for her husband. 
There is not in the part a single référence to her 
own advantage; it îs always *'Our''; **Our nights 
and days to come," **Our désire/' etc., and I hold 
that she deliberately sacrificed her peace on earth 
and hope of the hereaf ter, for the sake of the man 
she loved. Such was the Lady Macbeth Mrs. 
Bowers presented. 

It would seem a matter of some difficulty for a 
lady sixty-f our years of âge to give a satisf actory 
présentation of Portia^ in ^'The Merchant of Yen- 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



238 FIFTY YEAKS OF BIAEE-BELIEVE 

ice/' but Mrs. Bowers' skill in make-up, buoyancy 
of carnage, f aultless reading and dramatic instinct 
together with personal distinction, completely dis- 
guised ail évidence of physical maturity and you 
saw only the living embodiment of the young and 
fair V'IiDstress of Belmonf 

Mrs. Bowers bore admirably the fatignes and 
discomf orts of a tonr that extended f rom coast to 
coast, misded but one performance through a tem- 
porary indisposition, and gave to me and the pub- 
lic the loyal service of a conscientious artist. My 
memory of Mrs. D. P. Bowers— and she is now but 
a memory to ail of us— is that of an estimable lady 
and a splendid actress. 

Frior to the opening of the season, a young Eng- 
lishman, named Walter E. Bentley, applied to me 
for an engagement. His appearance was not im- 
pressive, but I was influenced by his apparent sin- 
cerity and engaged him for small parts. Some 
time af ter the season had begun, my business man- 
ager complained to me that Mr. Bentley was carry- 
ing baggage far in excess of the usual allowance 
and that the baggage agents objected to handling 
his heavy trunk. He had protested to Mr. Bent- 
ley without satisfaction and asked me to take the 
matter up with him. 

I sent for Bentley and inquired the necessity for 
such heavy baggage. He said he was carrsdng 
books. ^ 'Books?' ' I asked. * * Why, can't you get 
the books you require f rom the public libraries in 
the towns we visit?* * * *No/ ' he replied. * *They 
axe Works I am studying preparatory to entering 
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a theological seminary, with a view to becoming a 
minister of the Episcopal Church." I became 
deeply interested, discussed the subject of his stud- 
ies with him and arranged a division of his bag- 
gage that avoided any further trouble in that di- 
rection. 

Mr. Bentley did enter the New York Theological 
Seminary, was subsequently ordained a minister 
and af ter serving as curate to several prominent 
clergymen, became pastor of a small parish in 
New York State, and finally rector of the Church 
of the Ascension in the eastem district of Brook- 
Ijm, where he still officiâtes. 

Mr. Bentley never lost his love of the stage and 
the drama. His great ambition was to bring into 
doser relations the church and the stage. To that 
end he enlisted the co-operation of the late Bishop 
Fotter, of New York, in the project, and in con- 
junction with that broad and libersJ churchman, 
founded the Actor's Church Alliance, an organ- 
ization that is now in active opération and has 
chapters and chaplains in almost ail of the cities 
and larger towns in the United States. 

As a matter of f act, four former members of my 
companies became ministers of the Episcopal 
Church:— Bev. B. E. Lee Tanner, deceased; Bev. 
Wilson Tanner, of Homer, N. Y.; Bev. Lambert, 
of Syracuse, N. Y., and Bev. Walter Bentley, of 
Brookl]ai, N. Y., who hâve ail acknowledged their 
dramatic training and expérience has been of the 
greatest service to them in their later calling. 

Through the good offices of a mutual f riend, I 
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was introduced to Henry Guy Carleton, a journal- 
ist of note and former editor of ''Life/' 

Mr. Carleton suffered from the worst impedi- 
ment of speech I ever heard. In the pronuncia* 
tion of a consonant he commenced with a stutter, 
f oUowed it with a gorgle and concluded with an 
éructation that produced the necessary sound. 
He was not at ail sensitive to his aflSiction but hu- 
morously dedared: ''People say I stutter. I 
don't. I only punctuate peculiarly/' 

I f ound to my surprise this condition to be con- 
tagions. 

Carleton spent some three weeks as my guest at 
my country home; before the end of the fii^t week 
my entire f amily was stuttering. It was only a 
slight stutter and f ortunately temporary, but it 
was in évidence. 

Carleton had a remarkable f aculty for the ac- 
quisition of knowledge. Without calUng him a 
leamed man» I hâve met f ew men better Mormed 
on gênerai subjects. 

Carleton had written a play called ''The Lion's 
Mouth/' which he read to me. In spite of the vocal 
difficulties of his reading, I was greatly pleased 
with it and contracted for its production. 

It was an Italian romance of the sixteenth cen- 
tury, written in fine English blank verse, ad- 
mirable in construction and redolent with poetic 
imagination. 

I produced it at the Califomia Théâtre, San 
Francisco, on March 16, 1891. It was an un- 
qualified success, and the next moming the San 
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Francisco Chronicle said in the first paragraph of 
a lengthy review:— 

''Considering the fact that Henry Guy Carleton is an 
American, that he has been trying vainly for same years 
to hâve his work prodnced in the east, and that it is a 
blank verse play, the réception given to 'The lion 's 
Mouth' last night at the Califomia Théâtre by a 
crowded house may be set down as a trinmph.'' 

My acting and that of the whole company was 
also highly commended by the entire press of the 
city. 

I f ound the dramatic merit, interest and novelty 
of ^'The Lion's Mouth" suffîciently attractive to 
make it the feature of the f oUowing season and 
hâve retained it in my répertoire for many years. 

In the spring of 1901, I played an engagement 
at the National Théâtre, Washington, D. C. On 
the Friday of the week, May 15th (I remember the 
date as it is a family birthday), I called at the 
White House to pay my respects to Président Mc- 
Einley, whom I had known for many years and 
had met f requently in terms of cordial f riendship 
when he was in Congress from the State of Ohio. 

The Président gave me a hearty welcome, greet- 
ing me with the salutation: ^^Well, you apostle 
of the west,'' referring to my enthusiasm over 
that rapidly developing section of our country. 

We talked of old times, old f riends and finally 
of Shakespeare. He asked me what plays I was 
presenting on my current tour. I named them and 
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amongst them Shakespeare's play of Eing Henry 
the Eightk 

The Président ezpressed. the greatest disap- 
pointment that his engagements wonld not permit 
him to witness a performance of that play, telling 
me he had f ound in the text of Henry VIII a pas- 
sage that he had adopted as the motto of his life. 

I inquired what particular passage he refen%d 
to. He recited the f oUowing lines from Cardinal 
Wolsey's parting advice to Cromwell in the third 
act:— ^'Let ail the ends thou aim'st at be thy coon- 
try's, thy God's and truth's.'* 

I f oUowed with the lines of the text, slightly 
paraphrasing them: ^ ^Then, if thou fall'st, 0, Mr. 
Président, thou fall'st a blessed martyr/' 

The Président smiled and sadd: ''7es, those 
are the words/* 

I left him and never saw him again. 

The f oUowing summer the Président made the 
trip to the Pacific Coast that I had so long advo- 
cated. As I had foretold, it was a triumphal 
march that was only curtailed by the illness of 
Mrs. McEinley. On the Présidentes return to the 
east, he visited the Exposition at Buffalo, New 
York, where he was shot by an assassin and died a 
f ew days afterward. 

When the news of Président McEinley's death 
reached me, I recalled our interview and conversa- 
tion only four iponths bef ore, and reviewing the 
f acts of his life and the conditions of his death, I 
think it must be conceded that he had been true to 
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the motto he had chosen; that ail the ends he had 
aimed at had been for his country, his 6od and 
truth. His name and memory wÙL Uve in the 
minds and hearts of his surviving countrymen as 
''A blessed martyr.'* 

I made my annual visit to Richmond, Va., in the 
Fall. In my room in the old Ballard-Exchange 
Hôtel I was interrupted by a colored servant, who 
announced that two gentlemen desired to see me 
in the office. Seing busily engaged with cor- 
respondence, I asked for their cards»or names. The 
man replied: ''Dey didn't give no name nor 
keard, but I specs you had better come down and 
see 'em.' ' Noticing his disturbed condition, I fol- 
'.owed him to the office. Two men in plain clcthes 
approached and inquired if I was Mr. Warde. I 
answered, ''Yes.'' They exhibited their shields 
and told me to accompany them, as I was under ar- 
rest. To my astonished inquiry as to where and 
for what oflfence, they replied that I would know 
in good time. They then escorted me to the Gov- 
ernor's Mansion, opposite the Capitol, and 
knocked at the door. It was opened; they directed 
me to enter; I dtd so. They left me and I was 
shown into a réception room. In a few minutes 
Mrs. Lee, the wif e of the Govemor, came in, 
greeted me cordially, and chatted on gênerai sub- 
jects; still I was in the dark as to my restraint. 
Then General Fitzhugh Lee, the Govemor, came in 
from the Capitol, and laughing heartily, ex- 
claimed: ''So you are hère, are you? You're a 
nice fellow! You've been in town two hours and 
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didn't corne to see me, so I had two of my officers 
arrestyou/* 

A delightf ul f amily Itincheon delayed my cor- 
respondence still f urther, but lef t the memory of a 
pleasing épisode and happy association with one 
of the distinguished soldiers and men of the coon- 
try and his delightf ni f amily. 

The sudden death of Lawrence Barrett brought 
the very successfnl association of Booth and Bar- 
rett to a close. 

I made a proposition to Mr. Booth to résume his 
tour the f oUowing season with the support of Mrs. 
Bowers, myself and a very popular leading lady; 
in reply to which Mr. Booth wrote me:— 

"Narragansett Pier, 
"Sept. 7th, 1891. 
"My dear Mr. Warde: 

' ' Yonr ofTer is very tempting, but unf ortnnately I am 
not free to entertain it; even were I able to resiune 
work this season— ^hich I do not contemplate attempt- 
ing for at least a year. 



"With sincère wishes for your continued success, 

"lamtnily yours, 
"Edwin Booth." 

Mr. Louis James and Miss Marie Wainwright 
had been starring together for several years; but 
an unf ortunate estrangement had separated them, 
and Mr. James was pla3?ing in a melodrama called 
'^The Soudan.'' It occurred to me that an asso- 



Digitized by LjOOQ IC 



FIFTY TEABS OF MÂKE-BELIEVE 245 

ciation with such an actor, and such a man as I 
knew Louis James to be, wonld be very congenial 
and give strength and dignity to any plays we 
might décide to give. 

I opened negotiations with him, and af ter a brief 
correspondence I engaged him on mutually satis- 
factory terms for a period of three years. Mr. 
James' final telegram dosing the matter, singn- 
larly characteristic of the man, was in the f oUow- 
ing words: ''Ail right. We double. Toil and 
trouble. Yours, Louis/' and that was the only 
contract between us. 

Li the meantime Edwin Booth had decided to 
permanently retire, and I purchased from the ex- 
ecutors of the Barrett estate the elaborate scenic 
equipment, properties and costumes used by the 
Booth and Barrett Combination. 

I also secured the rights to George Boker's 
great play, Francesca da Rimini, in which Mr. 
James had made such a prof ound impression as 
Pepe the Jester.. 

I engaged quite a large and efficient company. 
Gharles D. Herman and Howard Eyle were the 
leading men, and Miss Edythe Chapman, a beau- 
tif ul woman and a splendid actress, was the lead- 
ing lady, remaining with us for three years. 

Thus equipped and with a répertoire that in- 
cluded Julius Gœsar, Othello, The Lion's Mout^ 
and Francesca da Rimini, we opened our season 
at the New National Théâtre, Washington, D. C.^ 
on Sept. 12, 1892, and for tluree consécutive sea- 
Bons toured the country, making some additions ta 
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Ihe répertoire of plays, producing one new one, 
meeting with substantial patronage and receiving 
the most flattering évidence of appréciation from 
onr audiences. 

Not a single note of discord marred the happy 
relations between Mr. James and myself during 
that period. In business he was loyalty itself; 
and nothing could be more delightful than the 
complète comradeship that existed between us. 

Louis James was a splendid actor, but seldom 
took lif e, his profession or himself seriously. He 
had a keen sensé of humor that served as a pallia- 
tive for care, but it sometimes marred the eflfect 
of his best prof essional work and militated against 
his personsd dignity. 

At heart he was a soldier, and I am inclined to 
think the loss of the opportunity to enter the mili- 
tary service when it offered was the disappoint- 
ment of his lif e. 

Louis James was bom in Illinois. His father 
was Probate J^dge of the county. In his youth 
he studied and became very proflcient in Upton's 
TacticSy then the standard authority on the manual 
of arms. It was at the period of unrest prier to 
the Civil War between the North and South. Mili- 
tary companies were f ormed in the varions town- 
ships and young James was called upon, on ac- 
count of his proflciency, to instruct them in their 
drilling, etc. War was declared. Président Lin- 
coln issued his call for men. Several of the com- 
panies were mobilized into a régiment and Louis 
STames was elected Major. The régiment was or- 
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dered to the front but Louis was undet the légal 
âge and bis father would not permit him to go. It 
was a bitter disappointment and made more so by 
the fact that the Lieutenant-Colonel of the régi- 
ment was killed in the first engagement and the 
Major who had taken Louis' pLa.ce was promoted 
to that rank. 

Louis remained at home until he became of âge, 
then enlisted as a private in a régiment of New 
York artillery, saw considérable active service, 
and was promoted to the rank of Sergeant. At 
the close of the war he joined Ellsworth's Zouaves 
and toured the country with that organization, 
giving exhibition drills. The Zouave company 
disbanded at Baltimore and Louis James obtained 
an engagement at Ford's Grand Opéra House in 
that city and became an actor. 

He never lost his interest in the army or in mili- 
tary matters. His greatest pleasure was a visit 
to an army post to see a dress parade. During the 
Boer war, he carried with him a set of military 
maps of South Af rica, and on a table in his room 
would f oUow the movements and activities of the 
contending forces with colored pins, as they were 
reported in the press dispatches. 

Mr. James' humor sometimes took the form of 
practical jesting on the stage, which proved em- 
barrassing to the other actors. He played Brutus 
in Julius Csesar, and played it admirably. I usu- 
ally played Marc Antony, but one season I f ound 
the cast to be more effective by playing Cassius. 
Near the close of the flrst act, Brùtus, after a long 
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dialogue with Cassius, clasps his hand and takes 
his leave with a parting speech slightly transposed 
from the text, commencing:— 

"Till then, my noble friend, ohew mpon tiiis: 
Brutiu had rather be a villager, &c/' 

Before the scène began James wonld search the 
Btage and property room for some small article 
that he could conceal in his toga, and when he 
reached the words: ^'Chew upon this/' wonld 
leave it in my hand. Sometimes it wonld be a 
stage screWi an apple, a nail, or a tomato, even a 
match-box, anything he conld find. I had to hold 
it and keep it concealed while I spoke the soliloquy 
that concluded the act. It disconcerted me at 
first; but I grew so accustomed to it that it became 
merely a question: What wiU he give me to chew 
on to-night? 

When playing Othello, standing by the bedside 
of Desdemona in the last act, apostrophising her 
sleeping f orm, he took some of the dark color of 
his make-up and marked a moustache and impérial 
on the face of the sleeping figure. It was un- 
noticed by the audience, but later, as other actora 
came upon the scène and saw the face of Desde- 
mona lying on the pillow wreathed in golden haiJr 
but disfigured by apparent hirsute tufts over her 
mouth and chin, they were convulsed with laugh- 
ter and the effect of a great tragic scène was de- 
stroyed. 

In the course of our second season I made quite 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



ZIFTT YEABS OF MAKEBELIEVE 249 

an elaborate production of the first part of Shakes- 
peare's *'King Henry the Fourth." Beverley 
Tnmer played the King, Guy Lindsay Hotspur, 
Edythe Chapman Lady Percy, myself Prince Hal 
and Louis James, Falstaff. 

How James did revel in the humor of the old» 
fat Enight. He had a capital make-up, a trifle 
too neat and clean perhaps, but the ready wit, the 
f un and the merriment of the old reprobate were 
delightfuUy portrayed. He infused an exhilara- 
tion in us ail by the spirit with which he invested 
his part. The unctuôus humor with which he de- 
livered the soliloquy on honor was perfect. I can 
see his face and hear his voice as I repeat thei 
words:— 

"Well, 'tis no matter; honour pricks me on. Yea^ 
but how if honour prick me ofT when I come on? how 
then? Can honour set to a leg? no; or an arm? no; ox: 
take away the grief of a wound? no. Honour hath no 
skill in surgery, then? no. What is honour? a word. 
What is in that word honour? what is that honour? air. 
A. trim reckoningl Who hath it? he that died o' 
Wednesday. Doth he f eel it? no. Doth he hear it? no. 
'Tis insensible^ then? yea, to the dead. But will it not 
live with the living? no. Why? detraction will not 
suffer it. Therefore l'U none of it. Honour is a mère 
scutcheon: ind so ends my catechism.'' 

William Gréer Harrison was a prominent busi- 
nesft^ man of San Francisco^ président of the 
Olyitpic, aad an active member of the Bohemian 
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Glub. Mr. Harrison had considérable literary 
ability, had written a play called ^'The Prince of 
iTJlster/' for that splendid actor, James O'Neill, 
and had arranged several local pageants and spec- 
tacles. 

Discussing dramatic matters one evening in the 
Boheimian Club, Harrison said: '^Warde, I shonld 
like to Write a play for you." I replied: *^A11) 
right, do iV He asked: ''What subject?'' 
''Robin Hood/' I answered; ''make it in four acts, 
locate ail of the scènes in Sherwood Forest, and 
represent the four seasons.'- "l'U do it/* con- 
cluded Harrison. 

This conversation occurred in the latter part of 
April and by the end of August the complète man- 
uscript of ''Runnymede'' was in my hands. Mr. 
Harrison had foUowed my suggestions and the 
resuit was an historical romance, poetically ex- 
pressed and aff ording an opportunity for a beauti- 
ful sylvan setting. 

I accepted the play. SoUy Walter, a dîstin- 
guished artist of San Francisco, designed the 
scenery and costumes and Dr. Humphrey Stewart 
composed the incidental music. 

Being essentially a San Francisco production, 
I gave the first performance of ''Runnymede'' at 
the Califomia Théâtre in that city on Feb. 18, 
1895. 

The cast induded Louis James as Friar !!l^ck, 
Walter Walker as Richard Cœur de Lion, Aïuy 
Lindsay as Eing John, Brigham Royce as Llttle- 
john, Beverley Tumer as Bishop Lai^^toa, Edythe 
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Ohapman as Maid Marian, Fanny Bowman as 
Marjorie, and of course I played Robin Hood. 

The occasion was a social event in San Fran- 
cisco, the house was packed and the play and the 
acting met with every mark of appréciation. The 
press notices were ail satisfactory, and after a 
week's run, which concluded our San Francisco 
engagement, I put the play and the production in 
reserve for the following season. 



s 
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Eing Lear. 

At the close of onr third season and the termina- 
tion of our contract Mr. James thought that his 
interest and prospects would be better accom- 
plished alone; and the very happy association of 
the past three years came to an end. 

Our final performance was Julius Csesar, the 
same play that had inaugurated our alliance, and 
was given at the Schiller Théâtre, in Chicago, May 
18, 1895. 

We parted the best of friends and with sincère 
good wishes. 

The Chicago Inter-Ocean of the f oUowing mom- 
ing recorded the circumstances, the quoted lines 
accurately expressing our mutual sentiments:— 

''Frederick Worde and Louis James made their final 
appearance as joint stars last evening on the stage of 
the Schiller in 'Julius Cœsar/ the event calling out a 
large and appréciative audience. Histrionically the per- 
formance was one of unnsual power and brilliancy and 
f ound enthusiastic f avor with the audience. The speech 
of Mr. James as Brutus had rare pathos. 'Forever and 
f crever f arewell, Cassius. If we do meet again, we shall 
smile. If not, why, then this parting was well made.' 
Mr. Warde as Antony was singularïy moving and par 
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fhetic at the side of bis companion in armsi with the 
flboal sentiment, 'This was tbe noblest Roman of them 
aU/'' 

As a matter of interest I append a table pre« 
pared by my stage-manager, of the length of the 
season, the cities visited, the plays and the nnm- 
ber of performances given. 

Length of season. 34 Weéks 

Number of cities visited 86 ** 

Number of performances given 246 

Matinées (included in above) 39 

Henry IV, performed 98 Timei 

Francesca da Bimini 33 ** 

Juliu» Oœsar 34 ** 

Othello 23 '' 

Richard m 21 '' 

The Lion's Moiith 14 '' 

Richelieu 14 '* 

Rnnnymede 9 ** 

I opened my next season at the Columbia Thé- 
âtre, Brooklyn, with Rnnnymede, but found that 
it did not attract or interest the public and was 
theref ore compelled to fall back on my old reper- 
toire of Virginius, The Mountebank, The Lion's 
Mouth and Damon and Pythias, which succeeded 
remarkably well. 

In February '96, I achieved a long-cherished 
désire by producing Shakespeare's tragedy of 
Eing Lear, and playing the part that for three 
centuries has been the aspirations of the genius of 
ihe stage. 
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For several seasons friends had suggested this 
character to me, and the suggestion coincided with 
jny ambition; but up to that time I did not feel 
that I had yet mastered the complex émotions of 
what I consider to be the greatest character that 
Shakespeare has drawn. 

Certain personal expériences, howeveri had 
made me realize the relations between a parent 
and his adult children: the period when the judg- 
ment of the parent and the child may differ, and 
in spite of patemal and filial affection must be 
considered, and then I felt that I could better 
comprehend the conditions that existed between 
King Lear and his daughters. 

With that understanding I approached the 
character, and with, I hope, pardonable pride and 
satisfaction I may say, achieved a most gratif jdng 
success. I had prepared a substantially good pro- 
duction of the tragedy, with new scenery and cos- 
tumes. My master carpenter and the electrician 
designed and perf ected some admirable effects for 
the storm scène, the company was efficient and 
altogether it was a most satisf actory production. 

Of my performance of Lear, the Sait Lake Her- 
ald said in a lengthy review of the production:— 

''Mr. Warde's achievement was marvelons. The cru- 
cial test is, of course, the great ourse scène, and in ihis 
he rose to great heights. The mad scènes were not less 
pathetic and powerful, and throughout Warde gave 
évidence of being entirely able to cope with the great 
character he has added to his répertoire.'' 
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The other papers were equally, and some even 
more enthusiastic over the performance. This 
was the more graXHying to me as Sait Lake City 
had for years been an important dramatic centre. 

In the early days the Mormon settlers had built 
the fine old Sait Lake Théâtre, the materials for 
which, it is said, were brought across the plains 
in ox-carts, and which still stands a monument to 
their appréciation of the drama. For many years 
thèse early settlers supported and encouraged a 
fine stock company that gave regular perform- 
ances of standard drama under able direction, and 
several of our popular actors obtained their early 
training there. 

To-day, the best amateur dramatic and musical 
Society in the United States is to be f ound in Sait 
Lake City. It is composed mainly of members of 
the Mormon Church, some of them prominent in 
business and financial circles, who give several 
performances during the season, not only in Sait 
Lake but in other cities in the State of Utah. In 
f act, in no part of this country is the drama more 
liberally patronized and inteUigently appreciated 
than in the valley of the Oreat Sait Lake. 

The success of Eing Lear in Sait Lake City was 
repeated in Los Angeles, San Francisco, Sacra- 
mento and Portland, Oregon. 

In the last named city a most elaborate dinner 
was tendered me by Mr. Frederick V. Holman, at 
the Ârlington Club. Mr. Holman, a student of 
Shakespeare and a great lover of the drama, was 
a friend of many years' standing, and one of the 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



256 FIFT7 TEARS OF MAEE-BELIEVE 

first to snggest my taking up the character of 
EingLear. 

The Menu, a pamphlet illuminated and bonnd in 
parchment, was most unique and the quotations 
so apt and ingénions that I think the reproduction 
wiU be f ound interesting. 

henu 

of a Dinner given to 
Mr. FREDERICK WARDE 

by 

Mr. Frederick V. Hohnan 

at 

The Arlington Olub, Portland, Oregon, 

March 29, 1896, 

In honor of the first performance by Mr. Warde, in 

Portiand, 

of 

EING LEAR. 



*'Well, sir, l'il bring you to our master, Lear." 

Amontillado Sherry and Angosturo Bitters. 
''You we first seize on." Act n, Scène I. 



Shoalwater Bay Oysters. 

'Oanrt thou tell how an oyster niakes his shell." Act 

I, Scène V. 

Schloss Johannisberger, 1865. 

''Ay, everyinchaEing." Act IV, Scène VL 

Consommé Printanier. 
''With harlooks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers, 
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Darnel^ and ail the idle weeds, that grow 
in onr sustaining corn." Act IV, Scène IV. 

Musigny Vougeot, 1874. 
«'Oomei Noble Burgondy." Act I, Scène L 



Orawfish â la Bordelaise. 
''The body's délicate." Act m, Scène IV. 
Musigny Vougeoti 1874. 
'Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant flre 
On flickering Phoebus' front." 



Terrapin & la Maryland. 

''You should be ruled and led by some discrétion.'* Act 

n, Scène III. 

Musigny Vougeot, 1874. 

''Peace be with Burgundy." Act I, Scène I. 



Sweetbreads Perigueux, 

Asparagus au Oratin. 

''The art of our necessities is strange." Act m, 

Scène m. 

Ohauvenet, Club Impérial Brut, 1884. 

"U I like thee no worse after dinner, I will not part 

from thee." Act I, Scène IV. 



Roman Punch. 

— "Tom's a-cold." Act m, Scène IV. 

Saddle of Mutton. Oreen Peas. 

"Better than thou, yourself." Act n, Scène I. 

Ohauvenet, Brut, 1884. 

"A rojral nobleness;— I must embrace thee." Act V, 

Scène JJL 
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Lettnce Salad. 

''ttriving to better, oft we mar what'8 welL'* Âct 1, 

SoenelV. 

Olives, Oelery, Roquefort and Sierra Oheese. 

''Whereof, perchance, thèse are but fumishings." Âct 

ni, Scène I. 



Omelette SouflBié. 

''Do it carefuUy." Act I, Scène L 

Château Yquem, 1885. 

'Hère I stand your slave." Âct m, Scène IL 



liqueursi Brandy, Ooffee. 

Oigars, Cigarettes. 

"And tell old taies and laugh." Act V, Scène IL 



"Fairies and gods prosper it with thee." Act IV, 
Scène V. 

Eing Lear was the feature for the balance of 
the current and the foUowing seasons. I grew to 
love the character of the old Eing, and greatly 
enjoyed the exhilaration of its performance; par- 
ticularly during the last season when the Fool 
was played by my son, Eamest, who realized to 
me the poet's conception of that much misunder- 
stood character and gave it the keen satire, the 
helpless sympathy, the voluntary suffering and 
the exquisite tendemess that is combined in the 
part. 

In spite of the appréciation of Eing Lear, I 
f ound at this time that the taste of the gênerai 
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public inclined to a lighter form of drama; that 
modeni progress, science and invention necessi- 
tated new methods, not only of dramatic writing 
and construction, but in présentation. That ideals 
of the past and poetic expression must give way, 
if not entirely, to plays of contemporaneous inter- 
est, at least to a more direct appeal to modem 
ideas. That metaphor and simile must be re- 
placed by language more simple and matter of 
fact. 

I found the polished periods of the writers of 
the early part of the last century received with 
smiles and the polysyllabic exaggeration in the 
9)lank verse of the stiU earlier dramatic poets 
openly laughed at. 

The âge of materiality was approaching and 
however lofty the sentiment or intense the émo- 
tion, it must be expressed in tenus that could be 
readily understood or the acting, however perfect, 
would lose much of its effect. 

With thèse conditions in view, I approached Mr. 
W. D. Eaton, of Chicago, a dramatic writer and a 
master of modem English, to write for me or 
suggest a romantic play that would conform to 
thèse conditions. 

Romance though dormant is still attractive, but 
the knight errant and wandering troubadour must 
hâve some more definite purpose than moonlight 
sérénades and random chivalry. Mr. Eaton sug- 
gested Benjamin D'Israeli's story, "The Rise of 
Iskander.'' 
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I reread it and f onnd it admirably adapted for 
dramatic purposes. Mr. Eaton completed the 
adaptation and called it ^^Iskander." I gave it 
an elaborate setting and rehearsed it caref uUy, but 
a séries of unf ortunate circumstances delayed its 
production, which was finally made at Lancaster, 
Fa., on October 14, 1897. 

The part of Iskander, Prince of Epims, seemed 
especially suited to me; the supporting cast was 
excellent and included William Redmond, a fine 
impressive actor; Charles D. Herman, my leading 
man for many years; B. W. Wallace, an admirable 
comedian, and Miss Béatrice Lieb, in the leading 
parts. But the play was not successful. 

Mr. Eaton, a practical student of the drama for 
many years, had constructed something splendid 
that appeared to me, to my literary and profes- 
sional friends and to ail of the company, to hâve 
every essential for popular interest. Time, money, 
research and study had been lavishly given to its 
accurate and effective présentation. A very effi- 
cient company had acted their parts with eamest- 
ness and ability. The public said it was a very 
good play— but— , and —but— was the rock on 
which Iskander was wrecked. It was another in- 
stance of the f act that the only sure test of the 
approval of a play is a public performance. 

I am reminded of an incident reported in the 
expérience of the late Mr. A. M. Palmer, when 
he was the manager of the Union Square Théâtre, 
New York. He had produced a play that was a 
fiât faUure. A friend said to him: ^'I am sur- 
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prised that a man of your expérience, culture and 
intelligence should hâve accepted such a play. 
Even if its reading interested you, surely the re- 
hearsals must hâve shown you how worthless it 
was." To which Mr. Palmer replied: *'If you can 
find me a human being who can, by reading a 
manuscript play, watcUng or taking part in the 
rehearsals, tell me positively whether it wiU be a 
success or failure, I am willing to guarantee that 
individual an income of fifty thousand dollars a 
year as long as I remain in management." 

Had I been wise I should hâve at once with- 
drawn the play, but I liked the part of Iskander, 
I believed the pièce had possibilities, and I was 
loath to acknowledge a failure; so we amended, 
curtailed, reconstructed and patched up the manu- 
script in the hope of final success; but ail to no 
purpose. Âfter struggling along for nearly three 
months I was compelled to close the season, which 
I did in Chicago, and having no material in re- 
serve, disbanded the company. 

During the period of inactivity that foUowed 
the closing of Iskander, I remained in Chicago, 
staying at the Auditorium Hôtel. Joseph Mur- 
phy, the Irish comedian, was a guest there at the 
same time. 

Joe, though wealthy, had the réputation of be- 
ing very penurious, but I f ound him an entertain- 
ing pleasant companion, and always ready to meet 
his share of the evening's entertainment. He had 
known want and privation, and expérience had 
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tanght him prudencei with resulting compétence 
and comfort. 

Ângling was his favorite pastime. Â five-ounce 
rody a réel and a book of Aies on a trout stream 
was the height of his enjoyment, and as I enjoyed 
the same sport we had much in common. 

We would meet in the smoking room in the 
evening and exchange expériences. Mine covered 
Great Britain principally, but Joe had travelled 
in Âustralia and spent much time in Calif omia, 
in f act his early lif e had been passed in that state^ 
.bt the time of the gold excitement in the earlyi 
fifties. 

By trade, Joseph Murphy was a blacksmith, but 
he could sing a good song, dance a jig and play the 
snare drum, three accomplishments that induced 
him to say farewell to the anvil and join an itin- 
érant minstrel show that was in want of attrac- 
tions. Joe made good and for a time ail went 
well, but défections from the company, the vary- 
ing fortunes of the camps and lack of novelty 
brought bad business, and finally dissolution; un- 
til finally, after many vicissitudes, Joe f ound him- 
self in Sacramento without an engagement, lodg- 
ing or money and in much want of f ood. 

Dejectedly walking the main street one evening 
he stopped at the corner where the Golden Eagle 
Hôtel now stands, to allow a rapidly driven car- 
riage to pass. Joe was close to the curb, and in 
his weakened condition the rapid motion of the 
hack caused him to stagger and f ail. As he strug- 
gled to his feet, his right hand struck a coin; he 
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grasped it, took it to the light and f onnd it to be 
a twenty-doUar gold pièce. ' ' When I realized my 
good fortune/' said Joe, ^'then and there I swore 
I would never again be without a dollar as long 
as I should live/' and continued he, ^'I never hâve 
been/' 

Joe 's first investment with his new-fonnd wealth 
was a meal; the best a restaurant could fumish— 
a good steak, fried potatoes and coffee, rare 
luxuries at the best of times, but to that hungry 
boy! a royal feast. 

Âfter the meal came a bed and rest, and, oh! 
joy unknown for so long: rest on a full stomach. 

Joe took a bed in a rooming house; but after so 
long a f ast his weak stomach could not assimilate 
such a heavy meal. Sleep would not corne, nor 
would his internai discomfort permit him to lie 
down; so poor Joe had to walk the streets again 
until his f ood was in some degree digested. 

The night lif e of the city was in the saloona' 
and gambling houses, located on the street by the 
iside of and above the levée of the Sacramento 
River, whose waters rise and f ail with the tide. 

Thèse places were ail brilliantly lighted and 
usually thronged with patrons. TMther Joe 
wended his way, not for the night lif e but the cool 
air by the river side. 

As he walked along the levée he noticed, what 
at first seemed to be a bundle ïjing half submerged 
in the gently rising tide. He approached and 
found it to be the lK)dy of a comparatively well- 
dressed man. He tried to drag it up the bank 
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out of the water, but his strength was nnoqnal ttf 
the task, and he ran to the nearest saloon. Aid 
was quickly f onnd and the apparently lif eless body 
was carried into the saloon. 

Restoratives were applied, brandy poured into 
not nnwilling lips, the body roughly shaken and it 
came to life, opened its eyes looked round with 
maudlin indignation and demanded: ^'Who had 
dared to interrupt his slumbers?'' The man wa^ 
recognized. His weakness was well known. He 
was taken to an hôtel, put to bed, carefuUy tended 
through a resulting iUness and to the day of his 
death was, I believe, unconscious of the narrow 
escape he had f rom being drowned, or of the name 
of the man who rescued him from the rising tide 
of the Sacramento River. 

Suspicion was easily aroused, judgment hastily 
given and penalties quickly exacted in those early 
days in Calif omia. Joe Murphy was at first sus-, 
pected of foui play. He was searched and the 
change of his twenty-dollar gold pièce found on 
him, but he told his sfory convincingly, the facts 
sustained him and he was permitted to go to his 
bed and enjoy the long-deferred rest his now di- 
gested meal allowed him to take. 

The foregoing incident related to me by Mr.. 
Murphy was corroborated by a gentleman I sub- 
sequently met in Sacramento, then the Mayor of 
the city, who was présent at the occurrence, and 
the name of the man who was rescued from the 
river was Edwin Booth, then a young and popular 
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actor in the mining camps and subsequently the 
leading tragedian of the American stage. 

It must be remembered that this occurred many. 
years ago in a new country where youth and 
strength were battling for fortune and its exubér- 
ance was unrestrained. The foUy of youth fre- 
quently develops into the wisdom of manhood 
and in no instance is this better exemplified than. 
in the case of Edwin Booth, whose subséquent 
career was marked by a complète victory over 
inherited weakness, a dignified manhood and an 
honorable maturity. 

After a period of rest and récupération I or- 
ganized a company with Miss Sarah Truaz aa 
leading lady and with the old plays: Virginius, 
Ingomar and Damon and Pythias, made a 
pleasant and profitable trip to the Pacific north- 
west, plajring a number of small cities that I had 
not bef ore visited. 

In no part of this country is the sentiment of 
patriotism more sincère than in the great statea 
of the west, but the words of our national hymna 
are not always familiar. 

There was a military fort at Boise, Idaho. The 
troops were about to leave for Cuba, war with 
Spain having been declared. Several of the offl- 
cers were members of the order of Elks. It waa 
arranged by the Boise City Lodge to give them a^ 
parting entertainment. I was selected chairman 
of the occasion. At the close of the programme, I 
called on ail présent to stand and sing the national 
anthem. There rose about seventy members and 
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gnests, but of ail that company only one persoxt 
in the room knew the words of the national song^ 
and he was a naturalized citizen of German birth;. 
hence, the greater part of the anthem was a solo, 
with a strong Teutonic inflection, but the con-. 
cluding lines a full voiced choruSi unmistakably; 
American. 
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CHAPTER XX. 
Renewed Association with an Old Comrade. 

Lincoln A. Wagenhals and Colin Kemper were 
young actors in Augustin Daly's company. They 
were ambitions to become managers and producers 
of worthy plays. They pooled their resources and 
became partners. Their flrst essay in manage- 
ment was with a Lyceum Play, "Young Mrs. Win- 
throp"; later they undertook the management of 
Louis James in "A Gentleman from France.'' 
They were successful and désirons of enlarging 
their opérations. They designed a combination of 
three stars in standard plays and selected M'Uei 
Rhea, Louis James and myself as the trio; but a^ 
change was made necessary by the death of M'Ue 
Rhea, and Miss Katherine Kidder was engage^ 
to take her place; so the "Triumvirate/' as we 
were called, consisted of Louis James, Katherine 
Kidder and Frederick Warde. Mr. Kemper di- 
rected the productions of the plays and Mr. 
Wagenhals attended to the business management. 

We opened our season at New Britain, Conn.,, 
on Sept. 14, 1898, in Sheridan's comedy, ''The 
School for Scandai,'' with the foUowing cast of, 
principals:— 

267 
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Sir Peter Teade .Mr. Harry Langdoii 

Charles Surface Mr. Louis James 

Joseph Surface Mr. Frederick Warde 

Sir Benjamin Backbite Mr. Colin Kemper 

Sir Oliver Snrface Mr. Frank Peters 

Oareless , Mr. Norman Hackett 

Crabtree Mr. Barry Johnstone 

Mrs. Candonr.. Mrs. Henry Vandenhoff 

Maria Miss Aphie James 

Lady Teade Miss Katherine Eidder 

The performance of the old comedy was admir- 
able; the Unes were given with a clear enunciation 
that brought out the pungent wit and keen satire 
of the author to the full; the élégance of carriage 
was well sustained and the traditional business 
of the old comedy sufficiently modified by Mr. 
Eemper's direction, was given with marked effect. 

Mr. Kemper had designed a unique and effective 
scène with fluted columns and curtains of figured 
silk that served as an appropriate sètting îor the 
comedy and preserved the atmosphère of the 
eighteenth century. 

Mr. James revelled in the light-hearted gaiety 
of Charles Surface, Mr. Langdon was substan- 
tially impressive as Sir Peter. Mrs. Vandenhoff 
brought ail the traditions of the comedy to her 
performance of Mrs. Candeur, while Miss Kath- 
erine Kidder was a keenly intelligent, yet withal 
elusively charming Lady Teazle. 

In such Company it was a positive pleasure to 
act a part like Joseph Surface, and I shared ta 
the success of the combination. 
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Mr. James and myself had been so long asso- 
ciated with the tragic drama that, in spite of the 
success of The School for Scandai^ the manage- 
ment deemed it advisable to présent a répertoire 
in the large cities^ so Julius Casar, Macbeth and 
Othello were given^ and later, Hamlet. 

In Julius Casar, Mr. James played Brutus, one 
of his most effective parts, I played Marc Ântony 
and Barry Johnstone distinguished himself by 
an admirable performance of Cassius. 

It is a long step from the sparkling comedy of 
Lady Teazle to the impressive tragedy of Lady 
Macbeth; but Miss Eidder was fully equal to the 
task and gave a splendid performance of that 
much discussed character. 

Mr. James' Hamlet was without any striking 
features but a most interesting performance 
worthy of such an accomplished actor. 

The business of the first week or so of the sea- 
son was not as good as we ail had hoped, but it 
improved rapidly as we reached the south and 
west and the season closed with a very handsome 
profit for Messrs. Wagenhals and Eemper, lajring 
the foundation for the very substantial fortune 
thèse gentlemen finally achieved after a compara- 
tively brief managerial career that was conspicu- 
ous for self-respecting enterprise, business acumen 
and scrupulous integrity. 

While in Denver, Colorado, I made an address 
on the study of Shakespeare to the faculty and 
students of the High SchooL On the following 
day a very youthf ul student of the school called 
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on me and expressed a désire to go npon the stage. 
Such applications were not uncommon, but this 
applicanty little more than a boy^ had an assurance 
and persistence in spite of my discouragemjenï, 
that attracted me. He replied frankly to ail of 
my questions, realized the gravity of the step he 
desired to take; told me the conditions of his life 
and ref erred me to his mother for confirmation. 

The lady called on me the next day, indorsed 
ail that her son had told me, approved of the 
boy's ambitions and the resuit was I engaged him 
for my company for the foUowing season, to lead 
the supemumeraries and to play such small parts 
as his capacity and appearance would permit. 

The youth was of rather less than average 
height but of athletic build, with f rank attractive 
f eatures and his name was Douglas Fairbanks. 

Douglas remained with me two years and fully 
justified his ambition to become an actor. His 
work was eamest and sincère, his personality 
agreeable and his energy and ambition unlimited. 

That same ambition and energy has character- 
ized his subséquent career and Douglas Fairbanks 
is probably, to-day, with one exception, the most 
popular moving picture actor in the world. 

Mr. Espy Williams, of New Orléans, had writ- 
ten a play called ^'Â Gentleman of France," 
which Louis James had produced and played for a 
season with considérable success. I wanted a 
new play. Mr. Williams suggested an adaptation 
from Dumas' novel La Dame de Monsereau. I 
commissioned him to make the adaptation and 
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the result was a very excellent romantic comedy 
which we called ''The Duke's Jester/' BIr. 
Williams had closely followed the story of the 
great French novelist but had changed the locale 
f rom France to Italy, and ail of the characters 
from French to Italian. Henri the Fourth of 
France became the Duke of Milan, and Chiquot the 
Eing's fool was Cecco/ the jester of Ihe Duke. 

The part of Cecco gave splendid opportumtiea 
for a wide range of expression from the sardonic 
humor of the court jester to the deep émotions of 
a noble passion and fumished me, in one brief 
scène, with the novel expérience of wearing f emale 
apparel. 

The incident was essential to the plot and some* 
what of a sensation, but was quite a shock to many 
of my f riends who had only seen me in the digni- 
fied manhood of the Shakespearean and classic 
parts. 

''The Duke 's Jester" served as a capital yehicle 
for two successful seasons under the management 
of Clarence M. Brune, whose wife, Minnie Tittel 
Brune, acted as leadii^ lady. 

I again assumed my own management and inau- 
gurated the season of 1901-2, with a production of 
a new Roman tragedy by Miss Vema Woods, of 
Sacramento, Calif omia, called Horatius, f ounded 
on the somewhat legendary story of the rivalry of 
the Horatii and Curiatii. 

The tragedy was admirably written. I pro- 
duced it with every care'and attention to détail» 
It was acted by an excellent company that in- 
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clnded Charles D. Herman, Barry Johnstone, 
Francis McGinn, Antoinette Âshton and Virginia 
Drew Trescotty but it f ailed to please. I withdrew 
it after a f ew performances and f ound my réper- 
toire of Eing Lear, Virginius, Julius Casar^ and 
The Moontebank still attractive. 

In May, 1902, 1 took the company to Honolulu, 
Hawaii, and played for three weeks at the Royal 
Hawaiian Opéra House in that city. It was a 
lucrative and most interesting venture. 

The island of Oahu on which Honolulu is lo- 
cated, is fitly called ' 'The Paradise of the Pacific' ' 
The city itself bowered in foliage is exquisitely 
beautiful, nestling at the feet of rugged hills, al- 
ways green from their ^'Liquid sunshine/' The 
island, surrounded by the blue waters of the 
Pacific Océan, is indeed a véritable emerald set 
in a sapphire sea. 

lil^e in Honolulu passes like a dream. Every- 
thing is done leisurely. The moming stroU, the 
noon siesta, the evening concert and the prome- 
nade lasting into the cool tropical night. 

The Royal Hawaiian Opéra House is a compara- 
tively modem théâtre. On our opening night it 
was packed with the élite of the island, both native 
and f oreign. The gentlemen in evening dress, the 
ladies in elaborate décollette costume, jewels 
gleaming on their dusky shoulders. It was like a 
grand opéra audience at the Metropolitan. 

We gave only four performances a week, so we 
had leisure to see the many attractions of the 
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island and enjoy the hospitality that was se gen- 
erously accorded us. 

It needs a far more éloquent pen than mine to 
do justice to the charm of the Hawaiian people» 
the beauty of their island homes, and their lavish 
hospitality. My visit to and réception in Hono- 
lulu is a cherished memory that is shared by my 
wif e and daughters, who accompanied me on the 
trip, and that memory is constantly revived by 
the many gifts and souvenirs from Hawaiian 
f riends that hâve a permanent place in, and adom, 
my home. 

On leaving Honolulu, the Hawaiian Lodge of 
Elks tendered me an imposing tribute of f arewell. 
They chartered the large ocean-going tug of the 
Harbor, entwined the rigging with the colors of 
the order, purple and white, engaged the Royal 
Hawaiian Band and with a company of eighty, 
comprising the members of the lodge and their 
families, accompanied our departing steamer ten 
miles to sea. 

We ourselves were garlanded with flowers, the 
leis (pronounced lays) wreathing us almost to 
our feet; a beautiful national custom to welcome 
and bid f arewell with flowers. 

It is not without émotion we reached the part- 
ing of the ways. The lines were cast off, our loyal 
f riends retumed to their island home and our own 
vessel speeded back to the United States as the 
melody of Âuld Lang Ssnie receded in the violet 
haze of the coming twilight. 

On our retum to San Francisco, we played & 
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Btoniner season of several weeks at the Oalif omia 
Théâtre. 

While I was plajring in San Francisco^ the Bo- 
hemian Club gave a Sunday morning breakf ast to 
Henry M. Stanley, the African explorer. He had 
not then been knighted. I was a gnest. The 
breakfast was scheduled for one o'clock. The 
arrangements were unique and characteristic, as 
ail Bohemian Club functions are. The table was 
outlined in the f orm of the map of Âfrica, the 
menus hand painted by artist members in appro- 
priate designs. The guests numbered forty. Mr. 
Stanley, accompanied by Major Pond, his lecture 
manager, was received by Captain Macdonald, the 
Président of the Club, introduced to the guests and 
escorted to the table. 

Ât the proper time the Président proposed the 
health of Mr. Stanley. It was enthusiasticaUy 
acclaimed by the company, standing. Mr. Stan- 
ley, who had maintained since his arrivai an ex- 
pression of boredom and weariness, rose to reply 
and in a perfunctory tone said in substance: 
'^ Gentlemen, thank you for your compliment. I 
am yery glad to meet you— Thank you, "and sat 
down. 

An almost audible groan came from the assem- 
bled guests and for a moment it looked as if our 
African breakfast would be a fiasco: but Mr. 
James D. Phelan, ajffectionately known in the club 
as ^^Jimmy'/ Phelan, and now as The Honorable 
James D. Phelan, United States Senator from Cal- 
if omia, took the chair and command of the situa- 
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tipn, and in a short time éloquence, wit, homor 
and music restored the spirit of the occasion. 

The speakers of course eulogized our chief 
guest, but the last one, Uncle George Bromley, the 
High Priest of Bohemia and the best loved mem- 
ber of the club, had a grievance. He had f ormerly 
been a sea captain and he complained that the club 
had f ailed to recognize him as an Âf rican explorer, 
and related several incidents that he claimed en- 
titled him to that honor. It was a humorous 
speech not entirely f ree f rom satire and it kept the 
Company in rpars of laughter. 

Mr. Stanley had been listening with gradually 
awakening interest to the proceedings, and at the 
conclusion of Uncle George 's address asked per- 
mission f rom the chairman to speak. It was read- 
ily given. Âfter apologizing for his early indif- 
férence, which he ascribed to a misconception of 
the character of the club and its membership, he 
entertained us for nearly an hour with an interest- 
ing account of his travels, related many unpub- 
lished adventures and entered into the spirit of the 
occasion with a zest that completely reinstated 
him in the admiration and esteem of the company. 

He inspected the club library, inscribed his name 
in several of his books and heartily accepted an in- 
vitation to an impromptu Bohemian dinner at the 
Gliff House. 

Â messenger was sent to that f amous resort with 
the necessary instructions, ten carriages were or- 
dered for our transportation and a mémorable oc- 
casion closed with a dinner where wit, wisdom and 
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conviviality brightened the passing hours and 
nshered in a new day in the calendar. 

Ât the close of our San Francisco engagement I 
came East to appear again under the management 
of Wagenhals and Eemper in an elaborate produc- 
tion of ^'The Tempest/' and to résume association 
with my old comrade Louis James. 

**The Tempest' ' was a very beautiful production 
with many novel and artistic effects conceived and 
directed by Mr. Eemper. The company was a re- 
markably good one and the performance gave the 
greatest pleasure and satisfaction. 

As a matter of interest and record I append the 
cast of the principal characters: 

Prospère Mr. Frederick Warde 

Càliban Mr. Louis James 

Ferdinand . .NEr. Norman Hackett 

Stéphane Mr. Wadsworth Harris 

Trinculo Mr. Thomas Coffin Cook 

Miranda Miss Teresa Maxwell 

Ariel Miss Edith Fassett 

Our first performance of The Tempest was 
given at Lansing, Mich., on September 1, 1902. 

Mr. James' Caliban was a wonderful pièce of 
acting, and his make-up as half beast, half man, 
effective in the extrême. 

Prospero gave me an opportunity to présent the 
dignified figure of a loving f ather and a noble na- 
ture serenely conscious of integrity with the power 
that knowledge and expérience gives over the de- 
based and ignorant. >« 
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Miss Teresa Maxwell was beautif ul and tender 
as Miranda, Wadsworth Harris gave amusing 
prominence to Stephano, the dnmken butler, and 
Mr. Cook effectively rendered the vapid foUy of 
the *Tied-ninny" Trinculo. 

Our season with ^'The Tempest" lasted thirty- 
seven weeks. We crossed the continent four 
times and our travelling approximated no less 
than thirty thousand miles. 

Unf ortunately I contracted a cold in Calif omia 
that threatened pneumonia, and for practically the 
flrst time in my career, was unable to play. I 
then realized the distress of being confined to my 
bed in helpless restraint while the company pro- 
ceeded on its way. My recovery, however, was 
rapid. Mr. Wadsworth Harris played Frospero 
for a f ew days and I then resumed the part. 

Â new play by Rupert Hughes and Colin Eem- 
per entitled ''Âlexander the Great/' was the fea- 
ture of the season 1903-4. It was a classic 
tragedy, picturesque and f ull of incident, written 
in modem prose. 

Mr. James played Âlezander, I was the Perdions 
and Miss Margaret Boume the leading lady. The 
company was practically the same as the preced- 
ing season. 

Âccustomed as we were to the blank verse of 
Shakespearean plays we had some difficulty in har- 
monizing the dignity and bearing of the great 
characters of antiquity with the modem colloquial 
language in which Âlexander was written, but we 
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flnally overcame it. The play was interesting but 
achieved no permanent success. 

Later in the seasôn Miss Aima Cruger replaced 
Bliss Bourne as leading lady, and Othello and 
Macbeth were given in conjunction with the new 
play. 

A homorous incident occurred during a per- 
formance of Alexander. A very beautiful effect 
was produced by the curtain rising on a mountain- 
ous scène in a heavy snow storm. The effect of 
f alling snow was obtained by means of a mechan- 
ical contrivance, revolving like a moving picture 
caméra in the front of the house, and reflected on 
the scène. It was usually very effective; but one 
evening the operator reversed his cylinder. The 
resuit was that the snow appeared to be rising 
from the earth instead of falling f rom the clouds. 
The error was soon discovered and remedied but 
not before it had caused the actors some embar- 
rassment and fumished considérable amusement 
for the audience. 

Wagenhals and Eemper had purchased a pic- 
turesque tragedy of ancient Carthage, by Stanis- 
laus Stange, called ^'Salambo." It had been 
played by Miss Blanche Walsh and Charles Dalton 
in New York with considérable success. The man- 
agers thought the principal parts were admirably 
suited to Miss Katherine Eidder and myself , so, 
Mr. James having made other arrangements, they 
engaged us for a joint starring tour, with Salamba 
as the prominent dramatic feature. 

Mr. Eemper gave the play an elaborate spectac- 
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ular setting, the company was excellent and both 
Bliss Eidder as Salambo, and myself as Matho, the 
barbarian, were successf ul in our respective char- 
acters. 

Matho was a very effective part^ somewhat like 
Ingomar in his gênerai characteristics, but infl- 
nitely more strenuous. In the final catastrophe^ I 
had to die at the summit of quite a high flight of 
steps and roll down to the stage, near the foot- 
lights. I found this to be quite an acrobatie feat; 
however, I accomplished it, but at the price of 
many abrasions of my elbows and knees and much 
application of arnica and court plaster. 

We opened our season quite early (Âugust 20th) 
and practically traversed the entire country from 
New York to Calif omia and from Northern Mich- 
igan to Texas. 

During a former season, Miss Eidder had been 
very successf ul in the dual parts of Hermione and 
Perdita, in **The Winter^s Taie/' She was anx- 
ious to repeat the performance. It was an oppor- 
tunity for me to play Leontes, a part in which I 
had never appeared, and I welcomed it. Mr. Eem- 
per directed the production with excellent taste, 
the cast was adéquate and the performance of thô 
play admirable. 

Miss Eidder fully justifled her ambition; she 
gave a délicate charm and sweetness to both parts 
with a striking contrast of eharacterization. 
Wadsworth Harris was a fine Polixines, and 
Thomas Coffin Cook brought ont the comedy of 
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Antolycns, that '^Snapper-np of unconsidered 
trifles/' 

I received many compliments f rom the press for 
my LeonteSy but I was not satisfied with my per- 
formance. Othello 's jealousy is aroused by the 
cunning suggestions of lago^ who produces some 
évidence to justify them, but in the case of Leon- 
teSy his jealousy is not only groundless but abso- 
lutely without reason; it is not only injustice but 
f oUy bordering on insanity, and I f ound great dif- 
ficulty in presenting thèse phases of the character 
satisf actorily to myself . 

For some seasons past I had been in the habit of 
delivering addresses and lectures on the study of 
Shakespeare to the High and Public Schools of the 
varions cities I visited. Thèse lectures had at- 
tracted the attention of the Lyceum and Chautau- 
qua managers, and I received a very flattering 
offer f rom an important Bureau to appear on the 
public lecture platf orm for a season. 

I had noted for some time a diminishing patron- 
age for dramatic représentations of Shakespeare 's 
plays on the stage and an increasing interest in 
their study and analysis in our schools and literary 
sodeties. 

I was very reluctant to leave the stage that for 
nearly f orty years had been the sphère of my ac- 
tive lif e, but Wagenhals and Eemper had decided 
to produce modem plays. I did not feel justified in 
assuming the responsibilities of management and 
production; so I accepted the proposition that 
would stiU keep me bef ore the public, if not by the 
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impersonation of Shakespeare's characters, at 
least by the exploitation and discussion of his 
plays. 
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CHAPTER XXI. 
The Chantauqua and Lyceum Platf orms. 

My first expérience on the public lecture plat- 
f orm was a summer of Chautauqua work. 

Few people who réside in the larger cities of the 
country hâve any idea of the institution of Chau- 
tauqua, but it is welcomed as an attractive factor 
of entertainment and instruction by those who 
live in small communities. It gives them an op- 
portunity to seé and hear men and women of na- 
tional and international réputation in the world of 
éducation, thought and achievement, to hear great 
music and to be entertained by eminent artists 
that only such an institution could bring to them, 
and at a trifling cost. 

Chautauqua meetings continue f rom three days 
to two weeks according to the size of the com- 
munity. The meetings are usually held in a pa- 
villon, some of them permanent buildings specially 
constructed for the purpose, and at other times in 
large tents. The meetings are in the hands of a 
committee of local résidents and the lectures and 
other entertainments are under the direction of a 
platf orm manager. 

. The entire proceedings are informai Thereare 
no reserved seats. The audiences, as a rule, are 

282 



Digitized by VjOOQ IC 



FIFTY YEÂRS OF MÂEE-BELIEVE 283 

quite large and very attentive. They go and corne 
at will, and many remain at the termination of the 
lecture to chat with the speaker and extend to him 
their hospitality. 

Chautauqua meetings are non-sectarian and 
local churchmen are generally very active in the 
work. 

At Lincoln, Nebraska, there is quite an impor- 
tant annual Chautauqua gathering. On a Sunday 
evening I was delivering an address called 
'' Shakespeare, Âpostle of Christianity." An au- 
dience of more than three thousand persons was 
before me. Behind me, on the platform, was 
seated a semicircle of local and visiting clergy- 
men. I could f eel their attention and interest in 
my subject, but as I made my arguments and 
quoted varions passages from the plays to support 
my promise, I was startled to hear at intervais, 
voices behind me saying: ^'Âmen, Amen." 

I was considerably embarrassed at first, but 
finally grew accustomed to it. My entire address 
was punctuated, at the conclusion of every period, 
with the Hebrew endorsement: ^'Amen, Amen.'' 

Chautauqua committees are very proud of their 
''Talent," that is the technical tenu for their at- 
tractions, but they are not always familiar with 
their personality. At the Chautauqua at Bartle- 
ville, Oklahoma, the chairman of the committee 
introduccd me to the audience. He spoke of my 
réputation as an actor, an orator, a man, and eulo- 
gized me from every point of view, concluding his 
panegyric with: ''I now hâve the extrême pleas- 
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tire of introducing yon to '' and turning to me 

asked, sotto voce, ''What name, please?" 

My Chautanqua trip was delightf ul. The travel 
was constant but it was sununer-time and the 
conntry was beautif ni. 

My expérience was a révélation of an institu- 
tion and a f orm of instruction and entertainment 
I had never bef ore conceived. I was brought into 
contact and association with many men of leam- 
ing and broad constructive views of lif e. I had 
met and come into doser touch with truly Amer- 
ican audiences than ever bef ore. 

I had visited the homes and enjoyed the hospi- 
tality of scores of people to whom I was hitherto 
unknown, and I had enriched myself with many 
friendships founded on mutual appréciation and 
esteem that compensated my itinerancy and sweet- 
ened its memory. 

Travel during the faU and winter season to 
fill engagements on Lyceum lecture courses was 
quite strenuous. In arranging a lecture tour the 
Bureaus do not make a consécutive route, or con- 
sider the length of the joumey; the only point is, 
Gan the lecturer get there in time to keep his en- 
gagement? 

In conséquence some of the joumeys were very 
long, and frequently included road, river and rail. 

Many towns were on small branching Unes, the 
running schedule being: One round trip a day with 
stops to suit the passengers. At times a freight 
train was my only means of transportation, and I 
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became quite as much at home in a caboose as in 
a Pulbnan car. 

Cross country trips in an automobile, at night 
after the lecture, to catch a passing train at some 
distant point, were not unusual, and on more than 
one occasion an honest old horse and buggy hâve 
carried me to my destination. 

I especially recall one joumey in Texas which I 
will endeavor to describe. 

''How is the I. and G. N. south?'' I inquired of 
the station agent at Heame. 

**Why, Mr. Warde, what are you doing hère? 
Where's your company? Not actin'? LecturinM 
Well, I swan! Quit the stage, hev ye? Where be 
ye goin' to lectur to-night? Cameron?" came in 
rapid succession from the agent who happened to 
recognize me. 

**Well, ye won*t get there to-night if ye go by 
rail: the train's buUetined three hours late, but be- 
tween you and me it 's— indefinite. ' ' ** Can I get a 
spécial?'' I inquired. ^^I reckon not,'' said the 
agent. * ^ We 're mighty short on rolling stock just 
now; and there ain't a spare engine nigher than 
Palestine." 

''Is there no means by which I can reach Cam- 
eron by eight o'clock?' ' I asked. * 'Not as I know 
on," said he, "unless ye drive over." "How far 
is it?" "Well, it's thirty miles by rail, but it 
may be a little shorter by road. " "Is there a liv- 
eryhandy?" "Well, there's Bill Dickson, he's got 
some rigs; ye'll find him on the platform. I guess 
he'll tal^ ye over." ' 'How long will it take to get 
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there?'' ^'Well, a fair team ought to make seven 
xniles an hour— it's nigh on to three o'dock now. 
I reckon he can get yer there by seven or half past. 
I guess, though, the roads are a little bit heavy; 
it's been rainin' some both last night and this 
momin*.*' 

I found ''Bill" Dickson: a good-natnred mu- 
latto, who nndertook to bave a team ready in 
twenty minutes and to get me to Cameron by eight 
o'dock, snre. I telegraphed the local Committee 
and waited for the team. 

"Bill" Dickson kept his word. The team ar- 
rived at the time promised. A strong, neat little 
buggy, but a pair of ill-assorted, scraggy little po- 
nies that looked as if they would blow away in a 
strong wind. 

*'Those poor brutes will never make that jour- 
ney," I said. *'0h, yes, they will," replied Dick- 
son. * ' We can't use those big fat horses hère that 
you hâve up north. Them ponies may not be 
much to look at, but they are good 'uns to go." 

There was nothing to do but accept his assur- 
ance though I was not convinced and had very lit- 
tle confidence in reaching my destination in time 
for my lecture, for by this time it was nearly half 
past three o'clock and we had twenty-eight miles 
to drive through the ''Black wax" roads of the 
Brazos bottoms. 

I climbed into the buggy and the ponies started 
off at a good gait. Then I looked at my driver. 
A more unique and characteristic figure of his race 
I had never seen. He was a coal black negro, 
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spare but muscnlar, wifh a deeply f urrowed face, 
a bald head, and a fringe of ragged, gray kinky 
whiskers. He wore neither shirt, coat nor bat; 
just a ragged vest and an nndershirt with the 
sleeves tom off above the elbows, showing his bare 
forearms which shone like polished mahogany. 

He drove well: he didn't use a whip but just 
talked to the horses as if they were human beings, 
called each horse by name, and encouraged, ad- 
monishedi approved or reproached them as cir- 
cumstances demanded. They seemed to under- 
stand every word he said and responded promptly 
to his voice. 

By this time I had gained a little confidence and 
got into conversation with my driver. 
' He told me his name was Antony Organ; that he 
had been in Texas thirty-five years, was seventy- 
two years of âge and was bom a slave, on a plan- 
tation in the state of Mississippi. He had been 
happy as a slave, had a good master who didn't 
work him at night or on Sundays— which appeared 
to be the criterion by which masters were judged. 

His comments and views on existing conditions 
and current events were most interesting, showing 
évidence of close observation and sound common 
sensé, coupled with an uniqueness of expression, 
impossible to set down in type. 

The satisfaction of starting and the interesting 
driver made the flrst few miles pass pleasantly, 
but we were getting further from town and the 
mud was pretty bad. Our wheels were one solid 
mass of thick waxy soil, like the wheels of an an- 
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cient Roman chariot, but beneath the surface mud 
of the road the long preceding dronght had f ormed 
a solid foundation into which the moistnre had not 
penetrated, so, with the exception of being well 
bespattered, we suffered little inconvenience. 

We were now in the Brazos bottoms; one of the 
most fertile cotton growing districts in the world. 
On either side were vast fields of the long staple, 
the last pickings still on the plants. Rich green 
f oliage marked the course of the river, while the 
deep crimson of the now declining sun made a 
combination of landscape and color that gave sig- 
nificant beauty to the close of an autumn day. 

We passed a few white men on horseback, who 
nodded to us good-naturedly, and several vehides 
driven by colored men who ail greeted my driver 
respectfully and addressed him as '^Mister'' Or- 
gan, which apparently pleased him greatly. 

We reached and crossed the Little Brazos, then 
our way lay through the flat level of more bottom 
land till we came to the Big Brazos, a broad yel- 
low stream, on the far side of which rose a wall of 
red and ochre sandstone; and we had accomplished 
abottt one-third of our joumey. 

The country began to rise now and the soil be- 
ing hard and the sand tightly packed, we got along 
f amously. Blister Organ chirped to his horses and 
assured me that he would get me to Cameron by 
half-past seven— *'If nothing broke/* 

The possibility of such a calamity alarmed me 
somewhat, but we were making very good time and 
I speedilj forgot it. The air was cool and brac- 
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ingf the kaleidoscopic changes of light and color 
in the landscape, now deepening with the gather- 
ing shadows of evening, was pleasant and soothing 
to the sensés and it was only the constant urging 
of the horses by Mister Organ that kept me alert 
to the conditions and possibilities of the time. 

Now through scrub oak woods, then in the open 
with a cabin and a small patch of cotton, at inter- 
vais, then more woods and we began to descend 
again into the bottoms and black land. 

My lunch had been scanty. I began to f eel hnn- 
gry. I asked if it were possible to obtain a cup of 
coffee or a glass of milk at any wayside place, but 
Mister Organ emphatically informed me: ^'Dar 
ain't nothin' like dat to be gotten round yere." 

The road now began to get heavy again and the 
horses to show marked signs of fatigue. Dark- 
ness had fallen. There was no moon, but a few 
stars, and our only means of keeping in the road 
was to watch the black streak between the long 
dried grass that grew on either side and had been 
blanched f rom its natural color to a light gray by 
the weather. 

The strain on the horses was very severe and we 
had f requently to stop and rest them. A man on 
horseback appeared out of the darkness. We 
eagerly inquired the distance to Cameron. ^'Oh, 
about five miles," he replied. This encouraged 
us and we urged the horses to another effort. I 
had lost ail sensé of time and had purposely re- 
f rained from lighting a match and consulting my 
watch, f earing my engagement was already lost, 
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but now I did so and f ound it wanted a quarter to 
eight o'clock. 

Startied by an exclamation from Mister Organ: 
'^Look thar, boss/' I looked up and there on a rise 
in the distance I saw a dim light. ^'Dar's the 
town!" exclaimed my driver, *'we'll get dar yit!*' 

My spirits rose, and I offered Mister Organ my 
sole remaining cigar. He didn't smoke; so, with 
great satisfaction I lit it myself and was enjoying 
the fragrance of the first puff, when, as the horses 
made an extra effort to get through a particularly 
bad place, something snapped, and we came to a 
dead stop. 

''What's the trouble?" I asked of Mister Organ, 
who had descended as rapidly as Ms âge would 
permit. '^The trace done broke, boss," he said. 
' 'Oood Heavens, that does settle the matter ! '' I ex- 
claimed. *'No, it don't, boss," replied he, *'I'U 
git you thar yit. Git me dat dar hitchin! rope 
from under dat seat.'' I groped around, found it 
and handed it to him. Skillf ully he substituted 
the rope for the trace, f astened it firmly to the col- 
lar and the buggy, and we were on our way once 
more. 

The delay in replacing the trace had taken some 
ten minutes, but had given the horses a rest, so we 
started off well and shortly found ourselves in the 
outskirts of the town. ^'Whar shall I drive ye 
to?'' asked Mister Organ. ''To the Public 
Square," I replied. Scarcely a light was to be 
seen there and not a soûl to give any information. 
* 'Drive to any building that shows a light," I said. 
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He drove round the Square and in the extrême op- 
posite corner were two dimly lighted lamps. It 
was the Opéra House. 

Two gentlemen, both wearing white ties, were 
standing at the door, peering anxiously into the 
gloom. ^'Where is Mr. Warde to lecture to- 
night?" I asked. *'Here weare waitingfor him/' 
one of them replied. ^'Well, hère I am/' I said, 
and— no— I did not leap from the buggy. I de- 
scended slowly and painf ully. My limbs had been 
cramped in practicsdly one position for nearly six 
hours, and but for assistance I should hâve fallen. 

'^What is the time?" I asked. ^'Â quarter to 
nine. We hâve been waiting for you since eight 
o'clock." ''Well, give me five minutes more and 
I will be ready." 

There was a hôtel next door to the Opéra House, 
so I dismissed Mister Organ with cordial thanks 
and a substantial reward, and entered the hôtel. 
Gould I get a cup of coffee? No! A glass of 
milk? No! A glass of water? ''There 's the 
bucket and dipper; help yourself." I did, and 
sluiced my face and hands as well; then in my 
travelling clothes thickly bespattered with the 
mud of the Brazos bottoms, I went on the platf orm 
and for nearly two hourst, to a surprisingly large 
and very attentive audience, I discussed the plays 
of Shakespeare, and f orgot my hunger and fatigue. 

It was an interesting expérience that I hope I 
may not be called upon to repeat; but, if I am, I 
could wish for no more loyal entertaining guide 
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and companion than Mister Organ, who **got me 
dar" even when 'Hhe trace done broke." 

In Oreeley, Colorado, I lectured in the Opéra 
House. At the back of the stage was a large 
double door for the admission of scenery and bag- 
gage. Near this door, a donkey, or, as they are 
called in Colorado, a burro, had been tethered. I 
was in about the middle of my address, and with 
some emphasis said:— ''I am about to make an as- 
sertion. It may surprise you, but with me it is a 

conviction; and that is '' At this instant the 

burro let out a loud bray— He Haw! He Haw! He 
Haw!— that was heard as distinctly by the audi- 
ence as if the animal had been on the platf orm. It 
commenced fortissimo and continued in a diminu- 
endo to its conclusion. Of course, the audience 
laughed uproariously. 

I tried to counteract the effect of the interrup- 
tion by a quotation from The Hunchback— 
<« *Twas Olifford's voice if ever Clifford spoke,'* 
but ihe audience was not f amiliar with that old 
play, and it f ell flat. I proceeded with my lecture, 
but without making any impression, and I greatly 
fear, the voice of the burro will be remembered 
when mine has been f orgotten. 

During the five years I remained upon the lec- 
ture platform, I visited many of the State and 
other Universities, and lectured to the f aculty and 
students, notably: the Universities of Califomia, 
Oregon, Washiiigton, Illinois, Eansas, Virginia, 
North Carolina, Georgia, Alabama, Florida, Lou- 
isiana and Arkansas. Also Comell, at Ithaca, 
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N. T.; Leiand Stanford, at Palo Alto, Califoniia; 
Notre Dame, Indiana; Georgetown, D. C, and 
Suannee, in the Cumberland mountains of Ten- 
nessee. 

It was a great satisfaction to find so much in- 
terest taken in the drama, not only f rom an educa- 
tional point of view, but as an important f actor in 
the study of the problems of life. 

Shakespeare was, of course, included in the 
study of literature, and I was very proud to know 
that many thoughts and views that I had ez« 
pressed in my lectures were accepted and adopted 
by many professors in that department of study. 

My theory has ever been, and is, that Shake« 
speare wrote his plays to be acted on a stage, and 
for that purpose only. That the intent and mean-^ 
ing of his words is perfectly plain; except in some 
isolated instances where the language of the time 
in which he wrote is unf amiliar to modem readers, 
and that their prof undity ezists only in the minds 
of misdirected students. 

My endeavor has been to point out the simplic- 
ity and beauty of the poet's works, his human 
philosophy and his fidelity to nature. I am happy 
to think I hâve in some measure succeeded. 

Among the many speakers I met during my ex- 
périence on the platform, I pleasurably recall the 
Hon. George Wendling, a man of great amiability 
and culture, whose lecture, ''The Man of Galilée," 
was a masterpiece of correctly studied English. 
William J. Bryan, so many times the unsuccessful 
candidate for fhe Presidency of the United States, 
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John Temple Oraves, broadmindedi éloquent and 
impressive, Senator La Follette of Wisconsin, 
whose addresses were mainly political, supported 
by lengthy extracts from the Congressional Rec- 
ord, Adam Bede, a member of Gongress, a very 
practical man with a f und of homely humor, Opie 
Reed, anthor of a number of charming stories of 
Sonthwestem life, whom I introduced to an audi- 
ence at Evansville, Ind., and I think with justice, 
as the ^^ Charles Dickens of America," and ^^Sun- 
shine" (I hâve forgotten his first name) Hawks, a 
most entertaining little gentleman whose ad- 
dresses were filled with optimistic philosophy ex- 
ampled by entertaining anecdotes told with an 
ever présent smile that captivated his audience 
and justified his sobriquet. 

In spite of many attractive conditions of the 
public forum, I was not contented. I enjoyed the 
mental exhilaration of addressing and holding the 
interest of large audiences. I enjoyed the close 
association with the people that the Lyceum and 
Ghautauqua platf orms afforded. There was a sat- 
isfaction in convincing the intelligence of my au- 
dience by precept, argument and logic, but I 
missed the strong appeal to their émotions that the 
drama makes; the invisible but manifest current 
of sympathetic attraction that the actor produces 
in his impersonation of character. I missed the 
association and companionship of the members of 
my Company, their broad sympathy, their opti- 
mism and light-hearted gaiety. I was very lonely. 

I don't think I fully realized the complète com« 
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panionship that exists in a travelling dramatic 
Company until I f ound myself compelled to take 
long daily joumeys alone. Occasionally I would 
be recognized and addressed and a pleasant con- 
versation would foUow; but it was the exception, 
not the rule. 

Hère let me in simple justice pay a long de- 
layed but deserved tribute to my feUow artists— 
the actors of the stage— and I use the term artists 
advisedly, for each and every one is inspired with 
the art instinct from the first moment they enter 
the profession and that instinct is f ostered by as- 
sociation and environment I speak now, not of 
the stars who hâve achieved famé and fortune, but 
of the rank and file of the profession whose work 
is so essentiel to the complète artistic entity of a 
performance— those whom I hâve described in the 
earlier chapters of my story as utility men and 
women, walking gentlemen, ladies in waiting, sec- 
ond old men and women, soubrettes, comédi- 
ens, in fact, ail. They who, like ''The man who 
carries the gun," are the very vital and important 
f actors in the play, yet whose praises and accom- 
plishments go often unrecorded and unsung. 

It has been my good fortune to travel far and 
wide, to meet aU classes of men and women in 
every welk of lif e— yet never in ail my expérience 
hâve I encountered a group of people so loyal, so 
gênerons, and considerate of each other, so im- 
bued with the principles of true comradeship as 
the actors and actresses of both the English and 
American stage. Their sincerity of purpose and 
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worthy endeavors are often obscured from public 
appréciation by the exploitation of their lesser 
weaknesses in prose and verse, cartoon and song 
by cheap wits, who for lack of mind and matter, 
too often, hold honest men and women np to ridi- 
cule, and mislead the public if not by f acts, at least 
by suggestion and innuendo. 

The itinérant life of an actor precludes the ob- 
servance of conventionalities and an atmosphère 
of Bohemianism exists amongst them; but it éma- 
nâtes from a source that is f ounded on personal es- 
teem with a f ull appréciation of f undamental du- 
ties and mutual obligations. 

True, occasionally little jealousies and petty dis- 
agreements wiU arise, such as are common in ail 
large f amilies, but beneath the surface is the same 
affection and concordant loyalty that exists in 
f amily relations. 

The f aith of the actor in his manager, more so 
perhaps in former days than now, was almost 
childlike in its simplicity. 

In what other profession or calling would the 
people engaged in it go weeks without receiving 
their salary, or possibly only a portion of it, live 
at inf erior hôtels, suffer hardships themselves and 
deprive their f amilies of adéquate support, in loy- 
alty to a manager employer, who sometimes proves 
unwortiiy of their confidence and leaves them 
stranded in a strange city without funds? Hap- 
pily such conditions are now uncommon, but they 
hâve occurred, and in spite of past expérience and 
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the saf egaards that hâve been secured for theic 
protection, may occur again. 

Is it to be wondered at that I was lonely and 
missed them when for years I had been the object 
of their respect and affection? I was the sharer 
of their labor, their hopes and ambitions, ^'The 
Oov'nor/' as they loved to call me, and vied with 
each other to make my travel pleasant and our 
work effective. 

Under thèse circumstances it can readily be nn- 
derstood that after repeated urgings and requests 
from managers, editors and personal friends to 
round ont my active lif e in the sphère in which I 
had begun it, I finally yielded and decided to re- 
tum to the stage. 

This did not mean that I should abandon the 
platf orm entirely, but that my work thereon 
should be subordinate to the stage, where long ex- 
périence, eamest study and gênerai récognition 
justified my claim to be called "An actor." 
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CHAPTER ZXn. 
Cloae of the Story. 

It is the consensus of opinion of scholars and 
critics that Timon of Athens was lef t an nnfinished 
play by Shakespeare, and that it was completed by 
an unknown writer or writers contemporary with 
the editors of the first complète édition of the 
poet's plays and published in the year 1623, seven 
years after Shakespeare 's death. 

Timon of Athens has been produced only at in- 
fréquent intervais. 

During my engagement at the Prince's Théâ- 
tre, Manchester, England, Mr. Charles Galvert 
made quite an elaborate production of the play 
which was received with great interest by his pa- 
trons, though I cannot assert that it was a popular 
success. 

Mr. Galvert gave such a splendid performance 
of the princely and afterwards misanthropie Ti- 
mon, that it made a deep impression on me. I 
played a comparatively small part, but determined 
when the opportunity came, to make a production 
of the play and act the part of Timon myseU. 

I ascertained that Timon had not been acted in 
this country for more than seventy yean, so what 

298 
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more fitting opportunity would présent itself than 
my return to the stage after an absence of some 
time to make the production and give modem au- 
diences an opportunity to see and hear a perform- 
ance of this inf requently acted play. 

FoUowing Mr. Galvert's example, I reduced the 
number of scènes, concentrated the action and in- 
terpolated some lines to clarify the motives and 
arranged an appropriate tableau to bring the play 
to an effective conclusion. After caref ul and adé- 
quate rehearsals I produced the play at the Fulton 
Opéra House, Lancaster, Fa. 

As a matter of interest and record I append the 
programme and cast of the first performance. 

FULTON OPEBA HOUSE, 

Lancaster, Pa. 

Monday evening, Oct. 3, 1910. 

Engagement of 

MB. FBEDEBICE WABDE 

Fresenting Wm. Shakespeare 's Play 

''TIMON OF ATHENS'' 

(A Tragedy in Five Acts) 



FBEELY ADAPTED, arranged for modem présen- 
tation, and produced under the direction of Frederick 
Warde. 

New Scenery by P. Dodd Ackerman, Valentine and 
John Young StucÛos. 

Costumes by Miss Textor. 

Properties by Joseph Tumer. 

The pantomime of ''The, Sensés'' and Oreek dance in 
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First Act» arranged by Miss Atalanta Nioolaides» f rom 

anthentio sources. 

Timon, a Wealthy Athenian Mr. Frederick Warde 



Lncius, 

Lncnllns, 

Sempronins» 



Lords, and Flat- 
terers of Timon 



Mr. Andrew Bog^rs 
Mr.LeopoldLane 
Mr. JohnJ. Bnrke 



Ventidins, one of Timon's false fnends 

Mr. Wm. Carruthers 
Apemantns, a chnrlish philosopher. .Mr. Ernest Warde 

Flavius, steward to Timon Mr. Horace Porter 

Flamininsl» , . fMr. D. C. Percival 

LuciliM }Tinion. servants W E. 0. Canrel 

Alcibiades, an Athenian Oeneral. . .Bfr. Brigham Boyce 

An Old Athenian Mr. H. C. Barton 

A Poet Mr. Arthnr E. Hohl 

A Painter Mr. Holland Hndson 

A Merchant Mbr. B. W. Bruner 

A Jeweler Mr. Joseph Kendal 

A Senator of Athens Mr. Joseph Knndstone 

TwoOtherSenators. .Messrs. Wheatley and Meagerson 

Two Thieves Messrs. Fenton and Yonng 

Two Etrangers in Athens Messrs. Bassill and Enight 

Servant to Ventidins Mr. Henry Travers 



Titus 

Hortensius 

Varro 

Lucius 

Isadore 



Servants to Timon's 
Creditors 



Mr. Bruner 
Mr. Hohl 
Mr. Burke 
Mr. Kendall 
Mr. O. Bennett 



First Soldier Mr. Bumett 

Page Miss Marie Naskow 

Philotus .Miss Sylvia Batcliff 

Cupid Miss Oerta J. Sutherland 
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ui.,,.^. }-Fnenas oi Alciabiades -{ «,. -, , „.,^ 
Phrynia J [Mus Helen Hilton 

Ladies of Athens, Dancers, Guests of Timon, etc., etc. 

SYNOPSIS OF SCENEB7. 

AOT 1. 
Scène 1. — ^A room in Timon 's Honse in Athens. 
Scène 2.— Timon 's Banquet Hall. 

ACT 2. 
Scène 1. — ^Room in Timon 's House. 
Scène 2.— A street in Athens, with view of the Acropo- 

lis. 
Scène 3.-^Boom in Timon 's House, as before. 

ACT 3. 

■Pî-m/v-n'o Jto'nnnAf. TTa.11 

York, and made me a very flattering off er to 4 
the part of ''Nobody." I hesitated for some tl 
as I was then in the West and had no opportun 
to see the play or leam the nature of the part, 
on my retum to New York and after witness 
the performance, I accepted the invitation. 

It was a most satisfactory and delightful 
gagement from every point of view. My ass< 
ates in the company were men and women of ( 
tinction who had won their places in public fa^ 
by artistic achievement and sustained them 
conscientious dévotion to their work, notab 
Miss Marie Wainwright, who played the part 
''Truth.'' 

Some years before— gallantry f orbids me to a 

tion but could flnd no sympathy for Timon, who 
>wed his wealth so foolishly. 
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The play was UTifamllIar to the Shakespeare 
clubs, unknown to the gênerai public and did net 
attract students of literature. 

As an instance of the gênerai ignorance of the 
play: an acquaintance met me with the greeting, 
''Well, Warde, I see you hâve a southem play this 
season." I asked his meaning. ' ' Why, Timon of 
Athens/' he replied. He thought the play was lo- 
cated at Athens in the state of Georgia. 

An intelligent compositor on a certain news- 
paper set up the title of the play in the advertise- 
ment as ''Timothy of Athens," and so it appeared. 
He evidently thought the play was Irish. 

n Old Athenian Mr. H. G. Barton 

Poet Mr. Arthur E. Hohl 

Pointer Mr. Holland Hudson 

Merchant Mr. E. W. Bruner 

Jeweler Mr. Joseph Kendal 

Senator of Athens Mr. Joseph Knudstone 

^oOtherSenators. .Messrs. Wheatley and Meagerson 

f7o Thieves Messrs. Fenton and Young 

fro Strangers in Athens Messrs. Bassill and Knight 

rvant to Ventidius Mr. Henry Travers 

Mr. Bruner 
Mr. Hohl 
Mr. Burke 
Mr. Kendall 
Mr. O. Bennetf 



tus 
>rtensius 

OTO 

Lcius 
kdore 



Servants to Timon 's 
Creditors 



The substitution of Julius Cœsar for Timçn or 
Athens changed the aspect of affairs. Caesar is 
one of the most popular of Shakespeare 's plays, 
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familiar to ail, giving an efficient company of 
actors opportunities to appear to great advantage. 
It has a strong appeal in its magnitude of man- 
hood and patriotic sentiment: and our tour con- 
tinued with gratifjring success till the ndddle of 
the f oUowing June, completing a season of thirty» 
seven weeks. 

Walter Browne's symbolic play, **Every- 
woman/' had been produced in New Tork and 
achieved a great success. Mr. Henry W. Savage 
desired to send it to the other large cities of the 
country with as distinguished a cast as in New 
York, and made me a very flattering oflfer to play 
the part of * 'Nobody. * ' I hesitated for some time 
as I was then in the West and had no opportunity 
to see the play or leam the nature of the part, but 
on my retum to New Tork and after witnessing 
the performance, I accepted the invitation. 

It was a most satisfactory and delightful en- 
gagement from every point of view. My associ- 
âtes in the company were men and women of dis- 
tinction who had won their places in public f avor 
by artistic achievement and sustained them by 
conscientious dévotion to their work, notably: 
Miss Marie Wainwright, who played the part of 
''Truth.'' 

Some years bef ore— gallantry forbids me to say 
how many— I had played Romeo to the lady's 
Juliet on her professional début at Booth's Théâ- 
tre, New Tork, and it was indeed a pjeasure to be 
again professionally associated, not only as old 
and valued friends, but with an accomplished ar- 
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tist who grasped her character with the convinc- 
ing impress of coltured intelligence and delivered 
her Unes with a reflned enunciation that empha- 
sized their signiflcance and made their meaning 
clear. 

^'Everywoman^' was played by a delightfal 
actress and a channing and beautif ul woman. Miss 
Jane Oàker, who realized both in appearance and 
acting the idéal of the author. 

A pretty little lady, Miss Dorothy Phillips, 
played the part of Modesty with a dainty grâce 
that was irresistibly attractive. She is now 
prominently featured as a moving picture star, 
but none of her admirable work npon the screen 
can eradicate the memory of the sweet simplicity 
of her acting as Modesty in ^^Everywoman." 

Nestor Lennon, an actor of sterling ability and 
ripe expérience, played **Wealth." Mr. Lennon 
has since passed to the great beyond; but his 
génial personality, pleasant companionship and 
unf ailing good humor is still a gentle memory. 

The ''Everywoman'' company under the man- 
agement of Mr. Savage was one of the most com^ 
plete and perfectly conducted organizations with 
which I had ever been associated and our entire 
tour was a personal and professional pleasure. 

A deeply pathetic interest attached to the play. 
The author, Walter ffrowne, for years a struggling 
journaliste had originally written the play as a sa- 
tirical burlesque. It had been submitted to and 
was rejected by several managers. A friend in- 
duced him to reconstruct it in a serions vein: the 
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resnlt was a symbolic play of modem hnman life 
and its expériences f oonded on the plan of the old 
Moraiity plays. 

It was accepted, produced with gênerons élab- 
oration by Mr. Henry W. Savage and was an in- 
stantaneous success: but as the sound of the ap- 
plause of the audience, confirming that f act, filled 
the théâtre, the mortal spirit of Walter Browne 
passed away at his home, and he died in ignorance 
of the triumph he had achieved. 

It is, however, a pleasure to record that through 
the generosity of Mr. Savage, his surviving f amily 
still enjoy the substantial results of his work. 

Moving pictures had become a very popular 
f orm of public entertainment and many prominent 
actors had f ollowed the example of Madame Sarah 
Bernhardt and acted plays in which they had ap- 
peared, before the caméra. 

A Company had been incorporated to présent 
Shakespeare 's tragedy of Richard the Third in 
pictures and I was selected to play the Duke of 
Gloster. 

Richard the Third had been one of the popular 
plays in my répertoire for many years. I had 
played Gloster frequently and the idea of record- 
ing it by moving photography interested me 
greatly. 

An unoccupied estate on City Island, New York, 
was the location of our labors. There the Tower 
of London, Ouildhall and other historic buildings 
were reproduced, and the charming landscapes of 
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Westchester County served as the green fields of 
midland England. 

I f ound the action of the caméra necessitated en- 
tirely différent methods of acting from the stage. 
Spontaneity must be replaced by délibération and 
concentrated expression take the place of words. 
I had much to leam and considérable to nnleam 
but the director and photographer were very con- 
siderate, although my ignorance of the necessities 
of the caméra must hâve tried their patience al- 
most to the limit. 

Many vexations yet humerons incidents oc- 
curred. A picture of Oloster's ride from Tewkes- 
bury to London was required. Most of the roads 
in Westchester county are flanked by telegraph 
and téléphone pôles. That would not do for Eng- 
land in the flf teenth century, but our director dis- 
covered a lane that had not been disfigured by 
modem utilities, and would serve the purpose. A 
négative was taken, but a refractory horse made 
several retàkes necessary; however, we finally se- 
cured a very good picture only to flnd on examina- 
tion, a modem nursemaid wheeling a baby car- 
nage, with two small children, had come into the 
background unseen by the director but largely in 
évidence on the screen. 

In spite of many discouraging conditions, the 
picture was completed and my first appearance in 
moving pictures was voted a success. 

An Orientally beautif ul and picturesque comedy 
called, *'A Thousand Years Ago,*' by Percy 
Mackaye, a poet of distinction, and a son of the 
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late Steele Mackaye, was produced in New York 
and ran for some weeks. It was a very unique and 
artistic production. I played the Emperor of 
China, and accompanied the play to Providence, 
Boston, Albany and Philadelphia. Miss Rita Joli- 
vet, Mr. Gooper Cliffe, Jérôme Patrick and Franlt: 
McGormack were in the cast. The attendance, 
however, was not in proportion to the heavy ex- 
pense of the production and the play was discon- 
tinued. 

The moving pictiire industry was growing rap- 
idly. Mr. Edwin Thanhouser, président of the 
Thanhouser Fihn corporation of New Rochelle, 
made me the offer of a year's engagement to ap- 
pear in a number of pictures under the direction of 
my son, who had become quite an efficient director. 
The offer was libéral, the association exceedingly 
pleasant and the results very satisf actory. 

We made pictures of Shakespeare's tragedy of 
Eing Lear, George Eliot 's novel of Silas Marner, 
Ooldsnûth's Vicar of Wakefield and several mod- 
em subjects, ail of which were popular successes. 
The leading characters gave me an opportunity to 
utilize the expérience of so many years upon the 
stage, while the liberality of the management and 
skiU of the director enabled me to appear at the 
best advantage, and the work that at first was not 
entirely to my liking became agreeable as the pos- 
sibilities of the caméra became apparent. 

America's interest in the European war had de- 
veloped a large number of plays on the subject. 
Among them a comedy-drama called ''Over 
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There/' It had quite a nin in New York and was 
then 8ent ^^en tour" with an advertised qnin- 
tette of stars:— Miss Mary Shaw, Miss Pauline 
Lord, Miss Amelia Bingham, Jb. Thomas W. 
Ross and myself . Our tour took us to the South» 
where we met with great success until we were 
halted by the épidémie of Spanish influenza and ail 
théâtres and places of public assemblage were 
dosed. We were practic^y quarantined in San 
Antonio^ Texas, for four weeks until the théâtres 
were permitted to reopen. Then we resumed our 
tour, but shortly thereafter the armistice was de- 
clared, the war was won and our play had no 
loxiger any signiflcance and we closed the season. 

Finding myself at liberty I decided to gratify a 
désire to again visit CaUf omia. Mrs. Warde and 
I went to Los Angeles, where we had many warm 
and sincère friends. 

I had scarcely arrived and my présence in the 
city become known when I was approached by a 
représentative of John McGroarty, author of ^'The 
Mission Play," and invited to appear as Junipero 
Serra in the forthcoming annual production at 
San Oabriel. 

''The Mission Play'' is a dramatized story ofi 
the early settlement of Califomia by the Francis* 
can Fathers from Mexico; their struggles and suf- 
f erings, the establishment of the Missions, the con- 
version of the Indians and the development of the 
country from San Francisco to the Mexican bor- 
der. The author, John McGroarty, is a joumaUst 
and a poet; a man of sincère faith and firm convie- 
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tions that are ezpressed with beauty and imagina^ 
tioiL His heart and soûl are reflected in ''The 
Mission Play/' I do not think I ever read a 
manuscript that made such a deep impression 
npon me as this simple» unconventional» dramatic 
composition. 

The suprême dignity of a spiritual purpose that 
dominâtes physical weakness and overcomes mate- 
rial obstacles is woven into a picturesque histor- 
ical romance that awakens the interest, exalts the 
imagination and gratifies the sensés by the beauty 
of its environment. 

The part of Junipero Serra appealed to me with 
a force I had not felt since I studied the charac- 
ter of Eing Lear, and I eagerly grasped the oppor- 
tunity to vitalize into being this great priest^ herq 
and martjnr. 

The character is so completely S3nnpathetic and 
full of dramatic possibilities there is little crédit 
due for my success, but I wiU conf ess that I felf 
particularly gratified when John McGroarty pnb« 
Udy announced that when he was writing the play 
I was in his mind for t&e part. 

''The Mission Play'' is an annual production. 
In 1919 it ran for fif teen consécutive weeks. It is 
acted in the unique and picturesque Mission Play 
House, especially construpted for the purpose in 
the very shadow of the old San Gabriel Mission, 
on ground where the sandaled f eet of the old 
Franciscan Fathers often trod. 

The bells they hung one hundred and fifty years 
ago in the Mission belf ry are still there and call 
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the worshipers to Matins and to Vespers as fhe. 
story of their lives and work is presented by mod- 
em actors to modem visitors by the art of paint- 
ingy the beanty of poetry and the power of the 
greatest of ail arts, the dbrama. 

• •••••• 

And this brings os down to the présent day 
through **Fifty Years of Make Believe/' 

I hâve used the personal pronoun so f requently 
in the preceding pages that it is with some hésita- 
tion I résume it in a parting word. 

I hâve told the story in my own way. The ob- 
ject has been to gratify the expressed wish of 
many friends. Of my success they, and you, my 
friend the reader, must be the judges. 

It is a plain unvamished taie of a life's drama 
that happily is not yet ended. New scènes wiU be 
set, new incidents occur and new characters ap- 
pear bef ore the last word is spoken and the final 
curtain f ails. 

So, good f riendy as we hâve come so far together, 
for Mty years is quite a lengthy joumey— even in 
the land of so-called Make-Believe— let us not end 
onr f riendship hère. 

If Summer's gone there still are many Âutonm 
dajrs bef ore the snows of Winter f alL 

On Âutumn evenings golden sunsets glow and 
waken memories that renew the joys of Spring. 

Then let onr parting be as on an Âutumn eve,— * 
a memory to be cherished until we meet again. 
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The Romance of 

American Petrolewn 

and Gas 



Fîrst Volume Completed 
Second Volume on the Press 
Tkird Volume în Préparation 



The Standard work on the Great American 
Oïl Fields and of the Outstanding Figures 
in the Industry. 

An interesting History of the Nation's 
most Fascinating and Profitable Product. 

Of particular interest to Oil-men, Scien- 
tists, Libraries and the Press. 



ROMANCE OF AMERICAN PETRO- 
LEUM AND GAS COMPANY 

(M. M. Marcy, Manager) 
TRIBUNE BUILDING, NEW YORK CITY. 
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The 

Story pf Electricity 



The dîstînguîshed electrîcal joumalîsts, 

T. Conunerford Martin 
and Stephen L. Coles 

hâve each spent a quarter of a centxiiy 
m thîs field of lîterary work. 

The Story of Electricity, the first 
volume of whîch îs now complète, îs a 
product of their combined expériences, 
as well as a number of other able writers. 

The work îs a practical hîstory of the 
science of electricity and of the famous 
men and pioneers in that field. 

Six hundred pages of type and one hun- 
dred and fifty fuU page plates. 



Electrical Men, Scîentists and Librarie^ 
will find it of much value. 



THE STORY OF ELECTRICITY CO. 

(M. M. Ma&cy, Manager) 
TRIBUNE BUILDING. NEW YORK CITY. 
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